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Anita was poured into her clothes-and clawed out of 
them hy one man after another. But all were pawns she 
discarded at will, until one day a man used her-ahused 
her-and she found herself returning for more... 









LOVE THREAT 


Her hand ripped flimsy material away 
from her body as mirthless laughter welled 
up inside her. 

Then she was tearing off the rest of the 
garment, ripping it all away until she stood 
in only panties and bra. 

She straightened. She unfastened the bra 
and let it fall. She paused, breathing deeply, 
gazing down at the rise and fall of her 
breasts. Standing there on the landing, she 
removed her panties, twirled them around 
on her finger and cast them away. They 
sailed down the stairs. 

Then she began the descent to the open 
door of Roy's den. She called his name. 

"I have something to show you, Roy. I 
want you to see what you turned down. 
What I am going to give to the first man 
who makes a pass at me . . ." 
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SUMMER held the surburban community of Selden tight 
in its sweaty grasp. Women moved along the streets in 
bright and revealing dresses, their bare legs enticingly 
oudined by the early afternoon sun. Men sat in the cool 
security of dark bars, nursing drinks they hated to leave. 
A red-faced traffic cop stood at the busy intersection of 
Clay and Beauregard, mopping his damp forehead. 

In his real estate office on Parker Street, gaunt, dark¬ 
haired Tyler McCord shoved aside his typewriter and 
stared morosely at the sheet of paper in the machine. He 
was a miserable typist but unable, at the moment, to af¬ 
ford the services of a part-time secretary. 

Tyler swore softly to express his opinion of the swelter¬ 
ing weather. He had sold his air-conditioning imit the 
previous week in order to meet the rent; now his tiny 
office was like a steam-room. 

‘TPs too hot to work,’' he said to the framed photo¬ 
graph on his wall. He got up, walked out, and marched 
three doors down to Curly’s bar. 

“Back again?” Curly said. “Why don’t you just move 
your office in here?” 

“Maybe I will,” Tyler said. ‘Tf I don’t get some clients, 
I’ll sure have to move somewhere...” 

Meanwhile, several blocks away, in a room at the rear 
of her father’s grocery, young Anita Yancey was storing 
away the account books and locking her desk. She in¬ 
spected herself in the wall mirror, slid her hands un¬ 
consciously down her hips, and wondered if she looked 
sexy enough to drive a man crazy. 

Her father’s only clerk, a boy two years Anita’s junior, 
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walked into the room and fixed her with hot and hungry 
eyes. The eyes could not decide whether to rest on her 
br^ts or her legs, so eventually lifted to her face. 

Signing out so soon?* he said, trying clumsily to get 
n^ her. “Anita, IVe been wanting to ask—why does a 
girl like you come back to this town to keep books in a 
grocery?” 

Not so she can play games in comers with guys like 
you.” Smiling, Anita expertly evaded him. His eager 
hand glanced oflF her hip. She laughed lightly as she 
turned her back and walked away, knowing where his 
eyes were now. She reckoned that she looked sexy 
enough, all right... 

At alx)ut this same time, on the other side of town, at 
her home in a residential development called Green 
Gables, a young and pretty school teacher named Made¬ 
line Foster sat at her desk, tightly clutching the tele¬ 
phone. 

^ “Are you sure, Gladys?” she said into the mouthpiece. 
Are you sure about that?” 

“Of course,” Gladys answered. Gladys was also a teach- 
^though neither young nor pretty. “My husband 
told me. He got it from his boss who’s on the school 
boar^ you know. Well, Steve overheard the entire thing, 
piey re talking about revoking your contract when the 
board meets tonight.” 

Madeline almost dropped the receiver. Oh, why had 
she stayed in Selden this summer? If only she had had 
the brains to sign up for that Emropean trip offered at 
reduced rates to teachers. Then if she had taken unto 
herself a man, no one in Selden need have known. 

“Of coiuse,” Gladys was saying sweetly, “I don’t believe 
that gossip. Why, a nice girl like you wouldn’t want to 
have anydiing to do with such trash as Gabe White. 
Would you? Well, would you?” 

As Madeline hung up, Gladys was still saying, “Would 
you?” 

“Would I?” Madeline threw back her head and 
laughed, thinking that a few hours from now Gabe would 
be stopping his car behind the house, then rapping on 



9 


THE SKIN-TIGHT SHEATH 

her back door. And just the imagined sound of that 
knock set her trembling with anticipation. She gl^ced 
at the mantelpiece clock. Just three. How could she 
wait another five or six hours ... ? 

Now, that same hot July afternoon, Gabe White was at 
his Acme Billiard Parlor, taking a sucker. The two were 
playing nine-ball at two dollars a game and Gal^ w^ 
six games ahead. Deciding to let the sucker van this 
one, Gabe missed an easy shot on the eighth ball and 
feigned a curse of anger. 

As the sucker rushed to shoot in the remaining balls, 
Gabe watched with a faint grin. A sucker was like a wom¬ 
an. You had to let him have his way now and then in 
order to keep your hold on him. Not too often, but now 
and then. 

Gabe thought of Madeline Foster and how then eyes 
had met on the street one day. He had read something in 
her gaze that she herself might not have been aware oh 
He had followed her home, had invited himself in, had 
woimd up spending the night. There were some days, 
like that one, when you felt that everything was going 
your way and nothing could stop you. When he got 
that feeling, Gabe would not hesitate to proposition the 
Queen of England. 

“I feel lucty,’" Gabe said, turning to one of the^boys 
in the gallery. ‘Xet’s get up a poker game tonight 

“In your back room? What time?” 

“Make it midnight.” Gabe thought of Madeline again. 
“I'll be tied up imtil about then...” , . . 

At three-thirty, the heat showed no sign of abating in 
Selden s most exclusive residential section. Inside a hulk¬ 
ing two-story home of gray brick, Helen Brent stepped 
out of a cool shower and toweled her hthe body. 

The rubbing made Helens skin glow, arou^g her in 
a mysterious manner that caused a faint stab of guilt. 
She stretched out a long leg and examined it wi* eyes 
more puzzled than critical. She knew that she had an 
exceUent-even an exdting-figure. How could b^ hus¬ 
band fad to recognize that simple, elemental facW Most 
of the men she Imew were only too well aware of it. 
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Helen walked to the window. The curtains were open 
and the bhnds up. The sun touched her erect breasts 
like warm and avid hands. She felt trapped and tor- 
tured. 


Helen had never Reamed that her life with Roy Brent 
would be so difficult, so unsatisfying. She was married 
to a ymie and handsome man, the most influential man 
m Selden and she felt like an unhappy schoolgirl, frus- 
trated and discontented, empty and yearning. 

Frowning, she turned from the window, her fists 
clenched... . « 


Doymtown, the clock in city hall chimed four meas¬ 
ured bong and the sound drifted into the bank, into Roy 
Brents office where bright fingers of sunlight, coming 
through the Venetian blinds, caressed the thick-piled gray 
^et. Brents secretary sat with legs crossed, notebook 
m lap and pencil in hand. Her employers eyes went 
to ^e skirt s careless drape that disclosed a pleasing 
flash of white flesh. Roy wondered if Miss Morrison sat 
that way on purpose. He suspected that she did. 

“Do you want to close the letter there, Mr. Brent?” 
Sally Morrison asked, turning on him eyes blue and 
alert. Roy often suspected that she could read his mind 
sometimes hoped that she would, at other times feared 
that she might. 


“Yes,” he answered. “Let’s cut it short.” 

Miss Momson-Roy never used her first name, even 
though she had been with him almost a year—was young 
and blond and she wore tight dresses. When he saw her 
lean oyer a desk or a set of files, Roy was confronted 
by lush and tempting curves. And those twinkling, saucy 
^ttocks that swayed so enticingly when she walked- 
they cried to be stroked, patted and pinched. 

Why not? Even if Roy had misread that look in her 
eyes she probably would not dare to slap his face. She 
hked her job. Needed it, certainly. 

Roy sighed. He had never let himself succumb to the 
tem^tion because a man in his position had to be care¬ 
ful. The president of a bank kept a discreet distance be- 
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tween himself and his employees, or so Roy had been 

Imtinctively he lifted his glance to the framed photo¬ 
graphs on the opposite wall—to the likenesses of his pre¬ 
decessors in the president’s chair at the Bank of Selden. 
The last two had been Brents, his father and grandfather. 
They had built the present bank and had practically 
built die present town of Selden, now a bustling su¬ 
burb of nearby Port City. 

As Selden had grown, so had Port City but at an even 
swifter pace. The city had reached out, attaching itself 
to its outlying communities through the multiple arteries 
of new hi^ways, letting the lifeblood of its commerce 
flow outward exchanging it for daily lines of commirters 
going to their jobs in the city’s concrete-and-glass office 

buildings. i. j ri. 

The Bank of Selden had grown, too, and so had the 

importance of its young president. Roy had been cata¬ 
pulted into the post by the death of his father two yews 
before, and had not found the responsibilities too d^- 
cult. He had been trained for them since his youth. But 
he still was sometimes surprised when he reflected on 
the extent of his inherited empire. 

Remembering that he had things to do, Roy returned 
his gaze to SaUy Morrison and to the pleasant oasis ot 
white thigh above the hemline of her skirt. Thats all 
for today, thanks. Miss Morrison.” 

She smiled and made an undulating exit. Watchmg 
the movement of her hips, Roy felt the sudden urge to 
^.^11 her back. Surely she would be smart enough to keep 
her mouth shut. Anyhow, didn’t secretaries expect a pass 

from the boss now and then? t. v i.* 

She would be safer dian Anita Yancey, Roy thought, 

far^^er^ did not call back Miss Morrison. Instead, he 
rose from his chair and walked to the window. In me 
streets outside, traffic stirred like a lazy monster. An au^ 
mobile horn voiced a challenge that was t^en up by 
others and a traffic cop’s whistle shrilled its staccato 
anger at some offender. 
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tliA r. * muttered, relishing the sound of 

Ae name. His skin prickled and hot desire surged up in 
the mental image of Anita did that to a man. 
At the still-blazmg memory of her young and resnon- 
sive body, Roy’s hands clenched. Thre^ yi^s had 
passed since the night m a hotel room in Port City but 
to Roy, that room that girl, and what had happened, 
were as real as if they had occurred yesterday 
Anita had disrobed in the dark, he remembered, 
afraid to expose the magic of her nudity to him, her first 
lover She had come quivering into his arms, and his lips 
had devoured the tender fragrance of her fiesh. He had 
been so anxious, so driven by hynger, that his hands and 
knees had trembled as if he had had a rhill , 

She had mistaken his urgent need for hesitancy and 
with a woman s quick instinct, she had reached for him 
in the dark and had brought his hands to what thev 
sought. ^ 


I know, darling,” she had whispered against his ear. 

But I want this. I really do.” 

Then he had carried her to the bed, had pressed him¬ 
self upon her and had driven with feverish violence to¬ 
ward his goal. There had been a roaring tumult inside 
him as she had surrendered, the capitulation marked 
by one small, stifled outcry, while her fingernails had 
wildly clawed his back... 

Later, laughing, she had turned over and switched 
on the light. She was a girl of quick and changing moods 
but given to gladness and joy. When she committed 
herself, she held nothing back. 

There isn t any need to be modest any more, is 
there?” she had said. 


For the first time, Roy had seen the full beauty of 
her unclothed body, the magic that he had only imag¬ 
ined before. She had lain proud and unashamed and 
comphant as his eyes and his hands and then his lips 
had caressed her breasts, her hips, her thighs. 

When he had risen above her again, feehng courageous 
and powerful, a man on a voyage of sweet discovery, she 
had reached up her arms in welcome, had rewarded 
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him with Httle moans of ecstasy as ma^rfuUy had re¬ 
turned to the scene of his former triumph... 

There had been other nights, e^h new each differ¬ 
ent each brifliant with wonder. That body of _^tas, 
Roy had (hscovered, was the most inventive 
known to man. She had not been afraid to arouse lum 
or to express her own passion and enjoyment m a thou- 
mid aS one small ways seemingly devised specially for 

tor her. He had nevm W able to 
rrli nf lipr bodv for even then he had known 
SxZts agl^g“ a He had made fervid promise 
to^ISta yrt had iLwn aU along that he would W 
Helen Wayne. Helen was his family’s choice, and his d^ 
JSieThon-jawed fath« would never have consented 

*°£(hse^W^^st to Roy 
had left Selden when his engagement to 
announced. Time had passed, and possibly had healeu 
her, for now she had come back to keep books m her fa- 

“SyXd been fidgety and nervims from Aejn^^ 
he had learned of Anita’s return. Twice he had dnven 
past the Yancey grocery, a faded ghost of a busmess m a 
dol^U^heel nei^borhood, hoping that he might 

haCrhCT on^^ on the street and was aware of 
die warmth that had stirred in his loins. He had recog- 
Szel^ta from a block away even ^er 
The smooth, sexual rhythm of her walk ha 

“^ie^had she been those three yearn, Joy 
What sort of men—and how many—had she 
Tealousy raked Roy. He had known that he was a fcwl 
to feel to way, but that knowledge had been no anti- 

^ My, today, he had called her “Well, Roy M of 
all peo^e.” She had not sounded surpnsed. Mockmg 
was more like it. 
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Roy had been able to think of no small talk, nothing 
to pave the way for what he had wanted to say. ® 

-A. »o„ a. 

All right. She still made her decisions quickly “I 
can get away from here in a half-hour. Ill meet you at 
Curly s Bar. After a pause, she added, “You know where 
Guriys place is, don’t you?” 

That thrast of sarcasm had not been lost upon Roy. 
Of owse he knew where Curly’s Bar was. The two had 
met there often enough. In fact, they had been in Curly’s 
hote? agreed to accompany him to a 

It TOuld happen that way again today, Roy thought, 
and ks hands trembled. Then he thrust aside such 
moughts and turned from the window. He had to call 

his wife and tell her that he would not be home for din- 
ner. 



WHEN Anita Yancey stepped into the shadowed interior 
of Curly s, Tyler McCord waved at her. 

At McCord’s elbow. Curly said, “She shouldn’t stand 
m the doorway like that, with the sun behind her. I see 
things Aat I shouldn’t.” 

You’re complaining?” 

“Hell, yes. It’s like looking at that new Caddy converti¬ 
ble m the agency window and knowing you’ll never be 
able to afford it” 


Amta came over and spoke to them. She and McCord 
had ^own up in the same neighborhood, had gone to 
school together. He had taken her to the senior dance in 
high school and on the way home, in the back of a 
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friend’s car, he had almost undressed her. He remem- 

’’'^u^'bS'away too long,' ho said. Til b»y you a 

thanks.” She looked about impatiently. Tm sup- 

posed to meet someone.” 

-NO. I wouldn’t say 

that, rd say just the opposite. 

Helen Brent sounded disappointed when Roy told 
hCT S he would be late. He could picture h^ at her 

^o matter how he tried, Roy “ot 

wifp was not of his own choosmg. She was pa^ oi a 

bargain he had made with his father; “ide^ 
as luch an inheritance as his had 

turn for following orders and marrying as his 
Sed Rwhad been awarded to the sMt rf power. 

^ Stoles from the right kind of family and^ 
make^o^the right kind of wife,” had been toM 
“But she is a lovely girl, f®®' 

‘^eTld'n'r^.-WrX -T^a^e 

neering over the bed posts, urgmg him on to a coup 

^iatting a Brmit. But to Roy. ^ 

dreaded than that disquietog ^ewas Se 

rlpkfinii-plv sli6 was no iciclc. oii6 was tne 

rSr^s:^ho^^»«^^ 

when they were in bed together. 
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rewntly, brought into the open the con- 
remained hidden and unvoiced for so long. 
Vi^hats the matter between us, Roy? Don’t I satisfy you? 
Is toere something wrong with me?” ^ 

“Don’t be siUy,” Roy had mumbled. He had not want- 

he have told her that two 
people always stood between them-his father, and 

“That has noting to do with it,” he had said. “I don’t 
care how mray lovers you’ve had. I don’t care if you’ve 
entertamed the entire First Marines.” 

■^en he had her sobbing into her pillow. He had 
walked dov^tairs and into his study. He had smoked a 
agar and bought of Aidta, wanting her so badly that 
^ ttomach had knotted. She was a woman no man 
could forget and because she represented rebellion 
agamst his fathers image, he desired Eer aU the more 

in he was in his oflBce now. not 

mlm study Roy apologized to his wife again and hung 

‘'a f ^ When he went 

into the outer office. Miss Morrison smiled at him. 

Don t forget the board meeting tonight, Mr. Brent.” 
Board m^tog? Which board?” He was on several. 
Th^eople of Selden named him to everything. 

The Board of Education.” 

Oh, yes that. Something about one of the teachers. It 

fifi teachers’ contracts for the coming 

talk and there was a question about a Miss Foster 
Roy grimaced. He had inherited the school post, as 

hL-fu r father had 

c-H meetings were a bore. Be¬ 

sides, he had other plans for tonight. He would have to 
call and make excuses there^ too. 

He realized that Miss Morrison was still smiling at 
turn. Her teeth were white and even. She wore a silk 
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blouse and the nipples of her swelling breasts seemed 
about to pierce their way into the open. 

Damn Anital She had him sizing up everything in a 
skirt. But only Anita could fill his need. He pulled his 
eyes away from his secretary’s overtaxed blouse. 

As Roy walked through the bank, he noticed how 
quiet it was; this was the hesitant pause before the last 
flurry of business. Soon the final rush would come and 
then the hurried noises as the tellers began to close their 

Here, sooner or later, came everyone in Selden. From 
the lowest to the highest, they entrusted Roy Brent with 
their savings, solicited his advice, pleaded for his sup¬ 
port, bargained for his interest. Despite the suburb’s 
growth, this remained the one local bank. Here, he 
thought, was the community’s pulsebeat, its source of 
life and energy, and Roy controlled it. Therefore, in a 
manner of spealdng, he controlled the destiny of the 
town. Yet one woman had him walking on needles. 

Ani ta Yancey was standing outside Curly’s Bar as Roy 
drove up. Her dress was bright yellow, her hair long and 
black and sleek. She was like a brilliant flower in the sun. 

Roy parked expertly, pleased that she had waited out¬ 
side. He had feared that she would be angry and bitter. 
After all, even though it had been three years ago, he 
had done her a bad turn. But she had liked it, he re¬ 
called. She had enjoyed every minute of it. 

As Anita came toward him, her walk quick and sure 
and suggestive, desire struck Roy a cruel blow. Three 
years had increased the perfection of her body. Her 
breasts thrust out like a challenge; her dress clung to her 
thighs like gauze. 

He knew that his hunger must be evident in his eyes 
but he could not tear his gaze from her. “I thought we’d 
have a drink,” he suggested, “for old time’s sake.” 

She ignored his attempt at conversation. She slid 
into the car. Her skirt rose above her knees and she did 
not pull it down. A pulse throbbed in Roy s throat. 

“You don’t want to go into the bar,” she said. Her voice 
was low-octave, husl^. As everything else about her, it 
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s^med created to inspire passion. “Tyler McCord is in 
there. You wouldn’t want anyone who knows you to see 
us together.” 

Roy had to smile at that. McCord would never dare 
^ about Roy Brent. The man was deeply in debt to 
th^ai^ and only Roy’s patience kept him in business. 
McCords real estate agency was clearly in its death 
throes, even though it had once been a valuable prop¬ 
erty. McCord spent too much time at bars and too little 
at his business. 

Nevertheless, Roy did not insist that they go inside. 
They could talk better here. People were passing on the 
sidewalk but, caught in the late rush, they ignored the 
couple in the car, moving past like sprinters who ex¬ 
ported a prize at the next corner. 

“Come on now, Roy,” Anita said. “You’re a married 
man. You wouldn’t want to stain your reputation by being 
seen with me.” 

Her tone stung. “You haven’t forgiven me, then.” 

For breaking me in? For taking my virginity rmder 
false pretenses? I can forgive you the act, Roy, but not 
the lie. You didn t have to pretend that you loved me or 
that you wanted to marry me.” 

“I had to marry Helen. My father threatened to disin¬ 
herit me if I didn’t.” 

“I know your reasons, so let’s not rehash them. What 
was it you wanted to see me about?” 

He did not know how to reply. His words stuck in his 
throat. 

“Let me help you.” She turned to face him. “You want 
to take up where we left off.” 

She was laughing. Roy realized suddenly why she had 
met him, why she had not pulled down her skirt. She 
was taunting him with her body and with her words. 
She desired revenge as strongly as he desired her. 

“Yes,” he heard himself saying. “I want you more than 
anything.” 

He could not stop his hand from seeking her knee. 
She did not move or try to push away the hanrl , She 
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merely laughed. The contempt in the sound infuriated 
him. 

“But you can’t deceive me this time with talk of mar¬ 
riage. What else do you have to oflFer me, Roy?” 

“The same thing I always had.” He could be as coarse 
as she was. “You hked it once. ^ 

“My tastes have changed. Improved, I might say. ^ 

“Your father’s store isn’t doing well. I could help him. 
Roy’s mind turned up a thought. For a minute he was 
back in the bank, seeing a chance to convert a business 
from losses to profit. “If he put in a new front, converted 

to self-service—” i 

“So you want to buy me,” she broke in. Look, my 
father never would accept your help. And if I offer^ 
him money, he’d know where it came from. He would 
refuse it. He hates your guts, Roy, for what you did to 

IH0 

“Anita.” Roy’s hand slid up her leg and touched the 
flesh of her thigh. She did not pull away. 

“You wouldn’t rape me right here in broad daylight, 
would you, Roy?” she said, that mocking laughter still in 
her voice. 

But when he met her eyes her gaze was cold, her 
features frozen. 

“Hasn’t it occurred to you,” she said, that a girl n^^ 
a little spending money for herself, even if she cant help 
her dear old father? So why dont you make me an offer 
for one quick trip to the promised land? Maybe la be 

Roy felt like striking her. He moved angrily away from 
her and gripped the steering wheel. ^ 

The slut, he thought, the little slut She’s on my 
back and she won’t take her spurs out. 

“Make me an offer, Roy. How much is my body worth? 
How much if we leave here right now and drive to a 
hotel? Who knows, maybe we can get that same room in 
Port City. Would you like that?” ^ ^ 

Each word hit him like a whiplash. “Get out, he said 
through clenched teeth. Get out brfore I dump you 
on the curb like the garbage you are.” 
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laughing when she slammed 
the door.^ Go home to your wife ” she said through the 
wmdow. TeU her Anita sent you.” ° 

ignition key sav¬ 
agely and kicked the motor to life. Anita had made a fool 
of ^ and he had helped her. He cursed aloud. He had 
made it e^ for her. But not the next time. He would do 
the laughing then. 

For he had not given up. Driving home, knowing 
plen would be surprised when he showed up for dinner 
he was stiU determined to have Anita. But he would not 
beg any more; he would not grovel. 

thm^r ^ gleamed at the 


CURLY repeated as he refilled Tyler McCord s glass, 
The ^y was Roy Brent, I tell you. She went out of here 
^d she climbed into Roy Brent’s car. I was watching 
through the window. ° 

Ihe'S 0? 

“She used to have foe hots for him, didn’t she, two or 
thiw years ago? What s to keqi them from stirring up foe 
embers again?” ® ^ 

Shut up and mind your own business.” Tyler was 
drui^ but he did not look it. He never seemed to show 
to hquor. He was six feet taU and built like a movie cow¬ 
boy: lean, gangling. 

“Youve had enough, Tyler,” Curly scowled at Mc¬ 
Cords newly emptied glass. “Why does your office have 
to be only three doors away from my place? Why don’t 
you move near some other bar where foe owner isn’t 
stupid enough to give you credit?” 
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‘Tve had too much,” Tyler admitted, “but not enough. 
Even too much isn’t enough any more. And are you saying 
that you want me to take my credit elsewhere?” 

“You know what you need?” Curly leaned over the bar. 
He was as bald as a statue and his nickname was the re¬ 
sult of a joke voiced^long ago by Tyler McCord. “You 
need another woman.” 

“That’s fine, friendly advice. People always tell me, Tou 
need another woman.’ But they don’t tell a man who h^ 
just been kicked in the stomach that he needs a swift 
boot in the tail.” 

“I’m serious. I mean a real woman, instead ot the blis¬ 
ters you pick up when you’re loaded and can’t remember 

afterward.” „ 

“That’s the kind I like, the ones you can t remember. ^ 

“Cut it out, Tyler. So this girl got killed. That doesnt 
mean that you’re dead, too. For Gods sake, stop feeling 
sorry for yourself.” 

“That’s something else people always tell me: btop 
feeling sorry for yourself” 

Curly suddenly straightened, eyes on the door. My 
God,” he whispered, “she’s coming back.” 

Tyler looked. Two men at the rear table turned and 
looked, too. Anita Yancy had drawn gazes ever since she 
could remember. She brought something bright with her 
whenever she walked into a room. 

Sliding to a stool beside McCord, she said, “Give me 
the same thing the big real estate man is jlrinking. I 
don’t know what it is but I’m sure it’s strong.” 

She spun her stool about and looked McCord in the 
eye. He was impressed, as he always had been, by the 
directness of her gaze. “Tyler, let’s go somewhere and 
make love.” 

Their knees touched. 

“Wait until I’m sober. I’d want to remember every de¬ 
tail. Drunk, I might forget something important.” 

They were joking, of course. Or were they? 

“Forget it.” She turned away as Curly brought her 
drink. “I’m just a woman. Hurt one man, Jove another. 
That’s our way of making things equal out. 
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“Then it was Roy Brent outside?” 

“Oh, ”^she said. Then she added slowly, as if taHong 
to herself, “And I hurt him deliberately. But I don’t 
feel satisfied. There was something about his face when 
he ^ove away ... Do you think Roy could be danger- 
ousr ° 

“Anyone can,” Tyler McCord said. “I killed a girl one 
time. 


When Helen Brent entered the study, her husband was 
rftting with a half-finished drink at his elbow and a cigar, 
dead and turned to ash, in his fingers. 

“I was worried about you,’' Helen said. “I didn’t hear 
you come in and then you didn’t come upstairs. How was 
the meeting?” 

She wore a beltless white silk robe with scarlet piping 
and when she moved toward him, the fol^ parted to re¬ 
veal the creamy whiteness of her torso, the swell of rose- 
tipped breasts, the soft curve of belly. 

Brent scowled and looked away. 

Hurting inside, Helen settled back into a leather arm¬ 
chair, tucked her legs imder her and covered herself 
with the robe. She wondered what it was about her that 
repelled him. She had often felt the himgry, admiring 
glances of other men. Why was her husband the only man 
who never looked at her with desire? What was wrong? 

Once, at a party, one of Roy’s friends, just drunk 
enough to be bold, had intercepted her in a dimly lighted 
hallway and forced her against the wall. She had allowed 
him to kiss her because she had thought that would be 
the easiest way to get rid of him. But he had mistaken 
passive acquiescence for a tacit delight at his rising mas¬ 
culinity, and he had pressed tight against her, his hands 
massaging her breasts, and hips, while his breath had 
rasped loudly in the tiny world of silence encircling them. 

She had not pushed the man away. Closing her eyes, 
leaning her head back against the wall, for a moment she 
had allowed his hands to have their way. A savage ec¬ 
stasy had swept over her at the knowledge that she could 
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so excite him. And in a kind of exquisite fear, she had 
hoped that Roy might surprise them there, so that he 
would have had ample proof that other men found her 


Then she had realized that those hands were fumbling 
recklessly at her clothing. The man s insistent hips had 
ground her harder against the wall as his hungry fingers 
had sought the elastic waistband of her nylon panties. 
Abruptly, a wave of fright had engulfed her. She had 
gripped the man s hair and pulled his greedy lips from her 
throat. Swiftly she had brought up her knee, then had 
lunged past him to safety as he had bent over, cursing in 


The man, a junior partner in an accounting firm, had 
never again approached her. Whenever they had met on 
later occasions, he had avoided her, obviously fearing 
that she might tell Roy what had happened. Roy, on oc¬ 
casion, had displayed a nasty, vindictive streak. He was 
too important to be antagonized by anyone v/ho wanted 
to do business in Selden. That was the reason the men 
who made passes at Helen were usually strangers; Roy s 
friends and acquaintances simply did not dare risk incur¬ 


ring his jealous anger. 

Now Helen rose and moved an ashtray nearer tier 

husband’s hand. , j v. t 

Breaking the uncomfortable silence that had hung be- 
tween them, she said again, “How was the meetingi^ 

“A waste of time.” Angrily Roy jabbed his cigar into 
the ashtray. He never would have attended the meeting 
if his other plans had worked out. He would not be here, 
either. He would be with Anita. “Some of the board mem¬ 
bers had heard gossip about one of the women teachers 
and a local tin-hom. The two are supposed to be having 


an affair.” 

“I know about that. The gossip is all over town. The 
girl’s name is Madeline Foster. She teaches fourth grade 
in the Bishop Street school. The feUow is Gabe White, 
the poolroom owner. I remember your saying that he had 
tried to borrow some money from the bank about a year 
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ago and you refused. You said that he should be chased 
out of town.” 

“That^has nothing to do with this” Brent said impa¬ 
tiently. “Some of the members wanted to fire the teacher 
others said there was no proof that she had done any¬ 
thing \nong. We all agreed to disagree and finally ad¬ 
journed. ^ 

Helen regarded her husband curiously. She would have 
expected him to be in favor of discharging the girl. 

“Oh, well-” She shrugged, dismissing the subject. 
Let s go to bed, darling.” She brushed her breasts against 
Roys shoulders and aUowed her robe to fall open again 
as she nuzzled his cheek. 

“I have some thinking to do,” he said stiffly. “Bank 
biwiness. Ill be along later.” 

“Please, darling,” Helen’s caressing hand sought to en¬ 
courage his interest. “Worry about the bank on the 
banks time.” 

Suddenly Roy sprang from the chair, nearly knocking 
her down. “Leave me alone, will you?” he shouted in irri¬ 
tation. He scooped up his topcoat from the back of a 
chair and strode to the front hallway. Helen stared after 
him as the front door slammed. She heard his car grind 
away, and then there was only sile n c e . 

Helen stood with strained face, her whole body rigid. 
She made no sound as the hot tears trickled down her 
cheeks. At that moment, she thought, she would be will¬ 
ing to submit to any man who walked through the door. 
Utter stranger, close friend, anyone at all—just so she 
could repay Roy for this unbearable humilitation. 


Sally Morrision’s voice on the other end of the wire was 
low and hesitant. But Mr. Brent—I have already made 
tonight. If I had known you were going to 

call—” 


“Well, you can change your plans, can’t you?” Roy was 
surprised at the harshness of his own voice. 

“It isn’t that easy. You see—” 

Silence. Roy waited, wondering if he had gone too far. 



THE SKIN-TIGHT SHEATH 


25 


But with the hard and bitter anger goading him, what¬ 
ever Sally Morrison thought or did not think s^med com¬ 
pletely unimportant compared to his own ^ivmg needs. 

“Just a minute,” he heard her say and a hard gnn 
touched his features. There was the ® 

mured argument. Sally, he thought, probably had her 
hand over the mouthpiece while she talked to the man 
whose night had suddenly been spoiled. 

“All right, you can come over ” Sally s voice finally came 

*Ro^hung up, still grinning, and slrauned out of the 
telephone booth. He knew how Sally s date must feel be¬ 
ing kicked out of her apartment at the last mmute. After 
what Anita had put him through today, he denved a 
savage, sadistic pleasure from knowing that he could 

hurt someone else. , . 

Sally lived in a modem apartment house on the *^8® 
of Selden’s business district. Roy was a toertor o* t®® 
real estate corporation that owned the land ^d had ^ilt 
the structure last year. He jabbed impatiently at the bu - 
ton of the self-service elevator and then at the buzzer on 

opened the door and stepped aside. “Come in, 
Mr. Brent.” The strapless red taffeta evening gown, Roy 
noticed appreciatively plunged from her “®®™y ' 

ders and showed the cleavage of her rounded bre^. A 
wrap had been thrown on the back of Ae sofa. We-1 
had just arrived home when you called. ^ 

Roy leaned back against the door, his eyes feed m 
open admiration on her breasts. The gown hugged every 

curve of her lush body. i „ 

“I expect your friend-who brought you home-thinks 

he got a raw deal,” Roy said. » ot 4 

Sally shmgged. “He s no one important. She turned to 
lead him toward a chair. Her bouncing buttocks ^“ght 
and held his eyes. It was a wonder, Roy decided, that 

her gown didn’t split. . 

“I^ surprised that you called,” she was saymg ov« 
her shoulder. “I was beginning to think that you didnt 
like me.** 
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Roy caught her from behind and kissed her shoulder 

purring like a cat. ’ 
Myl You don t waste time, do you?” 

’^en her hands clamped on his shoulders and she rose 
on her toes to meet his lips. Her mouth opened warmly 
beneath his, her tongue darting to his. Roy’s arm tight- 
hhT plastered her soft form against 

“Don’t be so rough,” she said, smiling, but she 
squirm^ closer, and he felt the luxury of those lushly 
rounded breasts crushing against his chest. 

A quiver ran through Roy’s body. How long since he 
had tasted such a warm, sweet surge of triumph? His 
hands slipped down and clasped two mounds of soft 
flesh and he ^ound her against him fiercely, while his 
ups demanded even more of her. 

She responded with her mouth that seemed warmer 
her fips softer, more giving as her talented tongue sped 
to and fro with passionate thrusts. Her body moved know- 
mgly in his hands, awakening to his touch. 

Fmally they broke apart like two filters needing a 
respite. Sally’s lipstick was smeared, her smile now slow 
and meaningful. 

JWhy, Mr. Brent, I never knew what a man you were.” 
“You’ve a lot to learn.” Roy breathed loudly. “And 
don t be so formal. My name’s Rov.” 

“Roy.” 

She backed away, reaching for the lamp that lit the 
room. Roy caught her arm and pulled her back. Her 
teeth showed in a sharp expression of pain but did not 
protest. 

"Roy, darling,he advised, one hand against the back 
of her head. His mouth again bore down on hers and he 
felt her teeth. 

"Roy, darling,” she repeated, her breath tickling his 
ear. His hands were on the zipper at the back of the 
gown. 

"Roy, baby.” 

"Roy, baby.” 

Her teeth nipped his earlobe. Her hips moved in a tan- 
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the skin-tight sheath 

Aelro^t o? *e go^ra 

ini‘'sra»w»« 

%^hdf-bra was little more than a 

White flesh cascaded from its cups. Roug y, Y 

her brents and threw the bra from him. 

g:UXn ripp'el^rwS X 

l^ed 

£1“ —ding her. rhnine down ^ 

rX'C?rh“t^edT£=|tS'^| 

S'a way m break her 
’^oyl" Sally’s/oice sobbed in his ear. *Roy, baby, 

darling—Ahh-h—” 



HEIEN BEENT lay ^ *e FS 

She thought of Roy. Two hours ago, ^ M stomM 
him so. 
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She should not have asked him to go to bed with 
her, she realized. Roy did not like to be asked. He liked 
to cominand Yet it had been so long since he had made 
love to her She needed the reassurance of his caresses 
ms desire, his manhood. ’ 

Helen could not understand why Roy should set off a 
depth charge of hot excitement within her. For all 
women, she supposed, there was one special man Roy 
was hers and he always had been. If he had not married 
her, she decided, she would gladly have become his mis¬ 
tress. 

She and Roy had been engaged for a year before the 
wed^ng. She would have gone to bed with him if he had 
asked, but he never had. Many times during that year 
she had wished that Roy would treat her with less re¬ 
spect. She had wanted him so much that some nights she 
had cried ^ter he had taken her home and had kissed 
her good mght, ignoring the way she had thrust her body 
invitingly against him. ’ 

She had wondered what Roy would have said if she 
had suggested going to a motel. She had been afraid that 
he would be shocked, so she never had dared. She had 
wmted in expectant agony for their wedding night. 

Once, before they were married, when they had been 
returmng from a late party, she and Roy had stopped at 
an ^-mght pullman diner with booths along both walls 
In the bwth directly across the narrow aisle from them a 
man and a woman had been sitting close together, Idp 
to hip, leg to leg. ^ 

BeneaA the table, Helen had noticed, the woman’s 
hand had been boldly busy. She had hoped that Roy 
would notice, that the scene would give him ideas. She 
had wanted to press closer to him, to place her hand there 

also and to arouse him to her need and desire. But she 
xiacl not dared. 

And bemuse of the way Roy had treated her, she had 
wom^ about her wedding night, about Roy’s reaction 
when he would discover that he had not been her first. He 
had treaty her as if he had expected her to be a virgin 
and she had been afraid. 
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Yet, that night, he had practically tom her cloth^ 
from her body. Her carefuUy selected iiegligee had lam m 
shreds upon the floor and he had toven mto her ■m* 
such sudden ferocity that she had b^n astomsh^. His 
hands had mauled her breasts and his teeth had sunk 
into her shoulder as the final cataclysm of passion had 

*^aThad been pleased but incomplete, unfinished, for 
it had been over too soon. She had wanted more ^d 
when he had not returned of his mra acco^, she had 
called to him. Remembering, she could “ 

he had stood at the window, the moonhght on his bare 
chest, a glass in his hand, a man apparently deep m 

“Idling,” she had whispered, Tm s^ awake.” 

So he had come back and again he had assaulted h^, 
had taken from her before she had been able to 
had been savage in his caresses, reveatog to her a cruelty 
she had never suspected. Again it had 
soon, and she had lain gasping, her hands ^ 
at him, loving what had occurred but still unsatisfied, her 
eager flesh crying out for more. _ , j i.t ^ -v. 

Their manner of lovemaking had not ^ 
it had grown more infrequent, especially of late. When 
she made advances, Roy often seem^ f no 

she inconvenienced him some way. Smc« he had no 
other woman-she was fairly certam (rf that, anyway 
she feared that the fault must he in her. 

The sinuously moving figures on seem^ to 

be copulating. Helen turned on her side but *er® were 
shadows on the wall and they, too, s^med lock^ t^ 
g^er in a lovers’ embrace. Helen sHd h^ Ws sbwly 
up her thighs, imagining that the touch belong^ to 

someone else, thinking suddenly of ^gr 

Charhe had been her first lover, the first to ti^ her 
knees weak with wanting, the first to infi^e Jer b^ond 
reason, the most important one before Roy. R^ember 
ing Helen felt a dryness come into her thro^ and she 
;^*ed ^id twisted on the bed as if somethmg were 
hurting inside her. 
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Charlie Craddock had been an usher in the movie 
Aeater, a taU young man with recklessly laughing blue 
eyes, curly blond hair and strong hands What her fnmil 
wodd have aaid, had they la.;™l Hell M ^ 
^llege sophomore then, home for the summer an?she 
baek®°°^ matmees and had sat in the darkened 

bs from 

When the feature had gotten under way and customers 
had Stopped dieting in, Charlie would come and s3 
behmd her, shding his hand across her shouldm and 
down under the neckline of her dress. She would wear 
her bra loose so that he could get to her breasts; later she 

talk toTe th'ir^!. ^ As she would 

^lic to the theater, her nylon slip used to rub against 

her mpples, and she would walk faster ^ 

Sdnetoes Helen would rest her head far back on the 

seat, loofang up at him, and Charlie would kiss her his 

tongue a hot spe^ driving into her mouth, seeking w’ant- 

,'^°old feel her body arch upward of 

SarT '^ould fear that someone would 

hear her gasping breath, her soft little sighs At such 

ma^ K matinees, this furHve love- 

„„ ^ f fingers mside her dress, the electric 

thfsw f the grinding meeting of h^s 

sudSv S^h^rf* her body and his. Then 

suddenly there had not been enough any more. 

“ITI be w“ting.»'‘"^'” whispered one night 

wbi! carpeted steps to the second floor 

where were located the rest rooms, the telephones 3 
a storeroom. She had walked stiffl;, every ne^r^ her 
body awake and throbbing. crve m ner 

haSf"?® storeroom door, a key in his 

hand. I ve been trying to get hold of this key for days ” 
he had said. "Come on.” ^ ’ 

He had guided her inside, into the tight darkness of 



31 


THE SKIN-TIGHT SHEATH 

the closet-like room, had eagerly pulled her skirt up 
and her panties down. 

“Oh, baby,” he had moaned. Tve been waitmg tor 

She had not answered because she had been exploding 
inside. Her eyes had closed as he grappled with her, find¬ 
ing his way with her help. Then she had seen red 
flashes and she had clung to his shoulders like an ex¬ 
hausted runner. 

As with Roy later, it had been over all too soon and 
Charlie had hurried her out of the tight little room d^h- 
ing down the stairs and back to his post, while she had 
stood there in the silence, wanting to call him back. 

Later in the week, on his night oflE, Charlie had come 
to her home and had picked her up in a borrowed car. 
She had told her parents that he was a college boy who 
lived in Port City. She had known that they would not 
have approved her dating a theater usher. She and Char¬ 
lie had made love in the back seat, hurriedly, again 
afraid of discovery. 

There had been other meetings, other lovemaking, but 
always the same, too quickly achieved, too quickly over. 

Why has it been like that, Helen thought, turning on 
her bed, plucking at the covers. Why has it always been 
this way, ending with the hunger still a devouring flame, 
gnawing deep in her body. 

The telephone rang. Helen stared at the instrument be¬ 
fore rising from the bed, reluctant to go over and lift the 
receiver. It could not, of coiurse, be Roy, calling to apolo¬ 
gize. Roy cared little for the feelings of others. 

Another ring. 

With a little exclamation of annoyance, Helen an¬ 
swered. A woman^s voice asked to speak to Mr. Brent. 

What woman would be calling Roy at this time of 
nigbt? 

The voice seemed vaguely familiar, but the identity of 
the speaker escaped her. 

Did Roy have a mistress, after all? 

“This is Madeline Foster, Mrs. Brent. Are you sure your 
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husband isn't there? I must talk to him." The voice was 
strained, urgent. 

Madeline Foster, the teacher. Naturally, Helen 
thought, Madeline had learned of the school board meet¬ 
ing. And she had called Roy, the most influential member 
of the board, to plead for her job. 

"I’ll tell him that you called. Miss Foster." 

Helen felt an unexpected wave of sympathy for the 
teacher. After all, Helen thought, what had Madeline 
done that was so wrong? She had given herself to a 
man. Wasn’t that what a woman was made for—even if 
Roy seemed not to know it? 


Gabe White laughed as Madeline turned from the 
telephone. She saw him standing in the doorway, and 
gasped in surprise. 

"Yeah," he said, "I heard it all. What do you expect 
Roy Brent to do for you, baby? Touch you with a magic 
wand and make you all clean again?" 

Madeline bit her lip. "I’m trying to save my job. Do you 
know what it would mean if Ae school board discharged 
me?" 

"Sure. You’d have more time for me. No grading papers 
at night." He kissed her throat and slapped her play¬ 
fully on the buttocks. "We could concentrate on the 
sort of homework I like." 

He had just left the poolroom, Madeline knew. He 
smelled of lilac powder, cigar smoke, pool chalk and 
close quarters. He smelled like a man. Madeline had 
thought that the first time he had taken her into his arms. 
She had liked it then and she could not help but like it 
now. 

"Gome here." Gabe slouched into a chair and pulled 
her down to his lap. "Show Daddy how well you’ve 
learned your lessons." 

His hand, insinuating itself slowly upon the soft flesh of 
her thighs, did something to her. Her senses swirled as 
they always did when she felt the heat of his desire. 
What was it that made her become so reckless when he 
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touched her like that; what was it that took control of 
her body and her mind? 

“No, Gabe, we re through.’" She twisted away from him, 
her breasts rapidly rising and falling with excited breath¬ 
ing. “YouVe done enough to me.” 

“I never did anything you didn’t want. I found you hot 
to trot, baby. You were dying for what good old Gabe 
has to give you.” 

“Get out of here.” 

He laughed at her. He always did that, arrogant in the 
assiurance that he would have his way. 

Gabe was a big man, not fat but big, with crow-black 
hair and brown eyes and hawklike features and hands 
that were sure and strong. How well Madeline knew 
those hands. 

“You don’t have to go crawling to Roy Brent. I’U take 
care of you, baby. I told you that.” 

“And I told you no. What kind of woman do you think I 
am?” 

"The same as any other. The kind that needs her loving. 
Or maybe you need a little more than most. I think you 
could take it like vitamins, three times a day.” 

She flushed, knowing that what he said was true, re¬ 
membering how she would think of him during the day 
and feel a pulse of desire begin to beat wildly inside her, 
driving her frantic. 

"We’ve discussed this already,” she said bravely. “I 
intend to try to stay at the school. You’ll have to—we’ll 
have to be more careful. I can’t have people talking 
about me.” 

“See? You’re already compromising, baby. Now you 
aren’t going to kick me out. You’re asking me to be more 
careful.” He laughed. “Don’t park your car in the driv^ 
way, Gabe,” he mocked her, imitating her voice. “Don’t 
come here during the daytime. Dont let the neighbors 
see. Gabe doesn’t like that kind of stuff.” 

“Please, Gabe.” She fell at his feet and clutched his 
legs. “I’ll talk to Roy Brent. The rest of the board will do 
what he says.” 

Gabe’s mouth twisted bitterly. “Roy Brent wont help 
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you. I know what he is. He’s like all these other guys with 
the big desks and the fancy homes and the well-dressed 
wives that are like cold cuts. He doesn’t care about any¬ 
one else’s troubles. I went to Brent that time there was 
a fire in my place and the insmrance didn’t cover all the 
loss. Remember? I wanted a loan, short term, nothing 
big. He told me the town would be better off if my 
entire business had been destroyed. He said he wouldn’t 
lend me money imder any conditions.” Madeline started 
to speak but Gabe’s big hand clamped over her mouth. 
"You know what Brent wanted? He wanted to force me 
out of town. He thought that if he didn’t help me. I’d 
have to fold my tent and scat. But I showed him differ¬ 
ent.” 

"He might be willing to help me. He has nothing 
against me.” 

“You go to him and he’ll treat you as he did me. But 
not for the reason you might think. Tve seen something in 
Brent’s eyes, like you see on a gambler’s face when he’s 
winning and he knows he has you down. A guy like that 
won’t stop. He knows you’re trying to hang on and he 
keeps bumping you, raising you, out to make you fold 
or lose everything you’ve got. Such people are power- 
drunk; they’ve got it in them to destroy you and they 
like the feeling.” 

"No,” Madeline objected, "everyone isn’t like that. Roy 
Brent isn’t one of your gambler friends. He’s one of the 
leading citizens of this town, and he—” 

"Inside he’s just like the worst I tell you, I can read it 
in his face. And don’t think I can’t read faces. Remember 
when I passed you on the street and told myself that 
you were ready? I wasn’t wrong about you, was I?” 

His mouth was close to hers. He was bearing her back¬ 
ward and she was not resisting. Her brain swirled. 

This was going to be another of those nights, Made¬ 
line thought, gazing up into Gabe’s eyes, knowing what 
the return of his grin meant, feeling a tremor run through 
her body. 

Her dress was up about her waist. Gabe’s hands, so 
confident and strong, were on the backs of her thighs, 
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caressing, then clutching, her resilient buttocks. He was 
saying something but she could not make it out above 
the rushing sound in her ears. 

Then she was on her back on the thick rug. Gabe 
loomed above her, his grin twisted more than ever, his 
eyes gleaming. The lights were blazing but Madeline did 
not care. Only one thing was important now and Gabe 
knew, as he always knew. 

They would find their way to the bed later. This in¬ 
stant must not be lost. Gabe's mouth was at her ear. He 
was saying, “Was I wrong about you, baby?" 

Her arm gripped his neck. Her thoughts were reel¬ 
ing drunkenly. She locked her legs about him. “No," she 
sobbed, “No, you weren't wrong. You were so-so right, 
right—Oh, my God, darling.. 



TYLER McCORD was chasing a nude girl down a long, 
dark highway. The twin beams of his car's headhghts 
stretched out like hands and clawed at the girl's flying 
heels. 

McCord drew closer. The girl's hair, long and blond, 
was streaming behind her. McCord could see that she 
was beautiful and his heart ached for her because she had 
to flee from him. 

Blackness was all about as in a tunnel, except for the 
hungry beams from the car's headlights. The windshield 
wipers clicked to and fro and that was strange, for there 
was no rain. McCord reached to turn the wipers off and 
there were no knobs on the dash. 

The car raced on, gaining on the girl. She staggered 
and fell to her hands and knees in the center of the 
highway. The lights pinned her like an insect. McCord 
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stabbed at his brakes and there were none. His foot 
struck the flooring. 

The girl rose to her feet. She turned about. Just before 
the impact, McCord saw her staring at him, l^autiful and 
termed, her arms shoulder high, her palms out as if 
trying to fend off the car. Then she screamed and the 
car hit... 

“Tyler,” she said. “What is it, Tyler?” 

He opened his eyes. She was leaning over him^ con¬ 
cern in her eyes, and the morning sun was bright outside 
the windows of his apartment. 

“Anita. Ifs you.” 

“You were dreaming, Tyler. What about?” 

She sat beside him on the bed. She looked and smelled 
fresh and dean and lovely. She touched his cheek ten¬ 
derly. 

Tyler sat up and looked about. The apartment was 
neat and spotless, his clothing carefully deposited on a 
chair. He realized that he wore nothing but his shorts. 

Anita laughed. “Don t leap to conclusions. I slept on 
the couch. You were pretty far gone when we checked in 
last night.” 

“Thaf s a shame. My big chance—and I sleep through 
it.” 

“You don t remember much that happened, do you? 
We had a few drinks together at Curly^s. Then you in¬ 
vited me out to dinner. After that, we had a few more 
drinks at a few more places.” 

Tyler groaned and felt of his head. It was smaller 
than he had thought “And you picked up the tab, I 
suppose?” 

“Only for dinner. Your credit seems to be good at every 
bar in town.” 

“Never mind the details. What really happened?” 

She laughed again. “We took a trip down memory 
lane. You collected a bottle and we drove over to the old 
part of town, where we went to school. We parked be¬ 
hind the gymnasium and necked, the way we did when 
we were teen-agers.” 

“I was afraid of that” 
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“Well, the fun didn’t last long, Tyler. You passed 
out on me. I drove you here and put you to bed. It was 
too late for me to go home, so I took the couch.” 

Anita stood. “I have to rush ofiE. It’s time I was at the 
store. I’ll tell Dad that I spent the night with a friend.” 
Her mouth twisted. “He won’t beheve me but he’ll pre¬ 
tend that he does.” tn v 

“Pretty straight-laced old Puritan, your father. Does he 

think you’re still sleeping with Roy?” 

“He thinks that I sleep with anyone who has a bed 
and a yen to share it. But he knows that I wouldn t have 
anything to do with Roy. She sighed. Tyler, I dont 
know what I’ll do with that stubborn old man. He is 
barely making the overhead on the store but he won t 
give it up.” 

“Why did you come back to Selden? Because of your 

father?” . 

“I wanted him to sell the store and go away with me. 
I could support both of us. He refuses to leave. She 
shrugged. “So I guess I’ll stay.” She bit her liP. hesi¬ 
tated, then blurted, “Roy says that the store could be 
modernized and made profitable. What do you thinkr 

“Roy knows about such things. He never bets on a 
loser.” Tyler looked at her keenly. “Is that what you and 
Roy talked about yesterday?” ,, , v, i 

“Roy wants me back.” Anita laughed suddenl)^ 
ing off her cares in that appealing way she had. See 
what you missed? The upright Mr. Brent is pantmg after 
me, and you can’t even stay awake in my arms. 

“I’m sorry. Better luck next time, maybe.” 

“No next time, Tyler. You don’t want a woman who s 
alive. You didn’t tell me what you were dreaming about, 
but I know. You called her name in your sleep. 

When the door closed behind Anita, Tyler s^ng his 
legs off the bed. He glared at the half empty bottle on 
the table nearby. He cursed it wildly. 


Of all times of the day, Roy Brent liked the late after¬ 
noon and the early morning best. These were the tunes 
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when the bank was caught in its most contrasting moods. 

In the afternoon after the final rush, except for the 
sound of business machines the bank was quiet as a 
museum, a vast stone cavern of strength and beauty. In 
the morning, it hummed, chattered and buzzed. Officials 
bustled across the fioor, from desk to desk and of¬ 
fice to office. Tellers busied themselves behind their 
cages. People milled about the tables in the lobby, wait¬ 
ed in line before the windows. The building was full to 
overflowing with the beat of life. 

Brent walked through, nodding here and there, catch- 
ing the smiles from behind the cages, the polite murmurs 
as people looked up from their desks. He stopped to 
speak and shake hands now and then, turn down a dinner 
invitation, tentatively accept another, promise to make a 
call, check on this, look into that. He liked running this 
daily gauntlet. Now pausing at his office door, he looked 
back with a feehng of pride and satisfaction. What went 
on here kept the suburb of Selden in business, and he, 
Roy Brent, was the vital central cog. 

Sally Morrison smiled at him brightly. "“There is a gen¬ 
tleman waiting and here’s a hst of calls.’’ As if nothing at 
all had happened last night. 

Roy took the list and smiled back at her. The full 
mounds that pressed against her blouse—he knew them 
intimately now. Those and the white thighs and the 
flat belly and the fleshy buttocks. He had prowled, mined 
and grazed that territory to his heart’s content. 

There was a prickling at the back of Roy’s neck. Miss 
Morrison held his gaze. She knew what he was thinking. 
Hell, yes, he thought, she knows. And she enjoys it. 

He could probably call her into his office and order her 
to stretch out on that leather couch in the comer and 
she would do just that, her body arching, ready to re¬ 
ceive him. Then she would rise when it was over and 
straighten her skirt and wriggle out, as unconcerned as 
a school girl en route to the hbrary. 

That was an idea. Roy thought. I’ll have to keep it in 
mind. He went into his private office and hurriedly 
disposed of his business with Dave HoUoran, who was 
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building a new subdivision on Selden s south side. New 
residential areas were springing up in the area and 
thanks to Roy s foresight, he and the bank profited from 
most of them. He had invested in a great deal of proper¬ 
ty during his first year at the bank, confident that Port 
City would eventually overflow into nearby towns. 

Roy examined the calls he had received. One puzzled 
him—a call from Madeline Foster, the teacher whose pri¬ 
vate life was becoming a matter of public concern, at 
least for the school board. 

Roy buzzed Miss Morrison and asked her to come in. 
“Miss Foster said that she called you last night but mis¬ 
sed you.” A glance passed between them. “Your wife 
must have forgotten to tell you.” 

Helen had not forgotten. She simply had not spoken to 
Roy today. She had stayed in her room while he had 
eaten breakfast, and he knew that she must have been 
awake when finally he had reached home last night. 
He had not tried to make up a story about where he had 
been; Helen was no fool. 

But Madeline Foster—Roy frowned. He did not want 
to be bothered by a school teacher pleading for her job. 
Why couldn t she have called the chairman or some other 
member of the board? 

“Is there anything else, Mr. Brent?” 

Roy looked at his secretary. There was a sly gleam in 
her eyes. He remembered how she had spoken his name 
last night. 

Yes, he thought. Lock the door and take off your 
clothes. Instead he said, “Nothing else, thanks.” 

He was surprised at himself. He was thinking things 
that would not have occurred to him a few days ago. 
Or was that true? Hadn t they actually occurred to him 
even though he would not have admitted it? 

Strangely, the realization did not disturb him. On the 
contrary, he felt suddenly confident and strong and full 
of anticipation, as before a tennis match he was certain 
of winning, as he had last night when he had walked 
across the room to take Sally Morrison into his arms. 

Madeline Foster called again before lunch. Roy sat 
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listening to her voice over the telephone, remembering 
her for the first time as a person rather than a name. She 
was a slim young woman, built like a Paris model, 
and Roy had met her last year at a reception for the 
school board and faculty. She had seemed subdued and 
quiet, not the type to be having an affair with Gabe 
White. 

But who knew what people were like underneath the 
fagade they presented to the world? Roy fotmd himself 
suddenly intrigued by that thought. He wondered what 
Madeline Foster became when she was alone with Gabe 
White, what she saw in the gambler and what White 
had found in her. 

He brought himself back to the conversation. He had 
asked Madeline why she had not called the chairman of 
the board and she was saying: "... the board would fol¬ 
low your recommendation, wouldn’t they?” 

She was right, of course. A smart girl, Madeline Fos¬ 
ter. She had called the person who could swing the board 
in one direction or another. Roy felt flattered. 

Then he said, without even planning to: “Suppose you 
come to see me. Miss Foster. This isn’t a matter to dis¬ 
cuss over the telephone.” 

Why had he said that? Why did he want to see her? 
Roy frowned at the receiver as he laid it down. That 
prickling was at the back of his neck again. 



MADELINE did not know what to wear. She wanted to 
impress Roy Brent, to make him like her, to win his sym¬ 
pathy. Her appearance would have much to do with 
that; she mustn’t make a mistake. 

Standing before her mirror, brushing her hair, Made¬ 
line considered the two dresses she had taken from the 
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closet. One was a gold-colored sheath that made her look 
sexy, accented her small but pert breasts, the slim but ex¬ 
cellent lines of her hips. The other dress was black and 
austere and she had worn it but once before, to her moth¬ 
er’s funeral. 

Madeline felt a pang of bitterness and turned guiltily 
away from the mirror, unwilling to look herself in the 
face. 

Her mother s ill health had brought them to Selden, to a 
climate that was supposed to keep her mother alive, 
and Madeline had invested her savings in this house that 
her mother had liked so well. 

Madeline’s teaching duties and the attention her moth¬ 
er had increasingly required had kept her from meeting 
many men. When her mother had died suddenly in her 
sleep, Madeline had been left completely alone. In the 
empty house at night, loneliness, like a malevolent sha¬ 
dow, had stalked her from room to room. 

Then Gabe White had entered her life. She answered 
her door one evening and there he had stood with that 
lop-sided grin on his handsome face. He had thought 
she might like some company. Just like that. 

Later, he had asked her how long she had lived alone. 
“Six months,” she had said, the sheet pulled up to her 
chin, cool against her warm, bare body. 

“And how long since you had a man?” When she had 
not replied, he had laughed at her, turning on his side 
and looking down into her eyes. “Not since you’ve been 
in Selden, I’ll bet.” 

He had stripped the sheet from her body. She had 
shivered as his fingers had trailed along her thighs. 

“That’s much too long for a girl like you to do without 
her loving. We’ve got a lot to make up for, haven t we?’ 

She had felt him against her, hard and demanding, 
and she had run her hands over his muscled chest. Then 
her fingernails had stabbed into his back and she had 
heard herself cry as he had loomed above her, driving 
for the pit of her desire. 

“Yes. Oh, yes...” 

The hairbrush fell from Madeline’s hand. Just the 
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thought of Gabe turned her weak. She could never leave 
him, but neither could she discard the final vestige of 
her respectability, of her conventional upbringing and 
openly move into his flat. She had tried to make a firm 
decision either to give him up or to live with him as 
his mistress, but she had failed. 

She took the black dress from its hanger. Roy Brent 
would decide for her. If he promised her that she could 
stay on as a Selden school-teacher, the rest of the board 
would comply. If he rejected her plea, she would have 
no choice but to turn to Gabe White. 

When she walked into Brent’s office and met his eyes, 
she saw something that Gabe had warned her about. 
With a sudden stab of fear she knew that she had 
guessed wrong. She could expect no sympathy from Roy 
Brent. 

Then he surprised her. ‘TU think this over. Miss Foster. 
Perhaps I can help.” 

Madeline became uneasy at the way his glance touched 
her. She felt like a slave girl on an auction block. No, she 
told herself, this can t be happening. I’m imagining it all. 

But she was not creating the scene in her mind. She 
was there, in Roy’s office, and there was lust in the eyes 
that met her own—lust and bold insinuation. 

And Madeline was forcing a smile of promise to her 
hps. 


As Tyler McGord walked into Guriy’s, the men on the 
bar stools turned to salute him. Tyler grinned, took a 
bow, then walked to his customary station on the comer 
stool. 

Guriy came over. “It’s been three days since you’ve 
been here. We thought you’d either died or been kicked 
out of town.” 

“I’m on the wagon.” Tyler gestured toward the beer 
cooler. “But I’ll take one of those.” 

Guriy dug deep into the ice and brought out a bottle. 
He made a ceremony of wiping it dry, popping the cap 
and filling a glass. 
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“This is Bud, ’62,” he said. “One of the best years.” 

“I remember it well. Say, has Anita been around?” 

“Not since the ni^t the two of you took off from here 
imder a full head of steam. Tell me, how was it?” 

“The full head of steam?” 

“You know what I mean. I was here, wasn’t I? I heard 
her put a question to you. If she had said to me what she 
said to you. I’d have come over this bar like an Olympic 
hurdler. So that’s why you’re on the wagon, huh? Anita 
got you on track again. I told you that all you needed 
was a woman like her.” 

“Shut up,” Tyler snapped, scowling. Curly tiumed on 
him the expression of a friend wronged and moved 
away. 

Tyler made rings on the bar with his beer glass. He 
had not seen Anita since the morning she had walked out 
of his apartment. He had wanted to see her but he had 
not tried, for still echoing in his ears were her words: 
“No next time, Tyler. You don’t want a woman who’s 
alive.” 

But Anita was the reason he had not touched hard 
liquor in three days. He was trying to prove something to 
her, even though she would never know whether he suc¬ 
ceeded or not. 

The door made a noise. Roy Brent entered and stood 
while his eyes played about the room, taking in each face. 
When he recognized Tyler, he nodded shortly. Then he 
seemed to come to an abrupt decision and walked over 
to Tyler. 

They shook hands. Roy’s was a banker’s grip, Tyler 
thought, purposely hard, conveying the impression of a 
man who can be depended upon. 

“No thanks,” Tyler said to Roy’s offer of a drink. “I’m 
driving.” Roy seemed surprised. 

“If you’re looking for Anita,” Tyler added, “she hasn’t 
been in lately.” When Roy did not look at him , Tyler 
knew that he had been on target. “What is your interest 
in her, Roy?” Tyler knew he was being reckless but he 
did not care. “Everyone thought it was over between you 
two long ago.” 
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Roy’s head turned slowly, like that of an angry bulldog. 
Dont overstep yourself, Tyler.” ® 

“Aye aye, sir.” Tyler realized all at once that they had 
Imown each other all their lives, yet they were far from 
being friends. The fact came as a shock to Tyler, for 
he had never really considered it before. “I forgot for 
just a moment that I’m deeply in debt to the Bank of 
Selden. What’s the tab now?” 

^ “About ten,” Roy said promptly. “I don’t know why 
Ive carried you so long. I might as well have burned the 
money in the town square at high noon. When you 
bought out that agency, it was the oldest and the livest 
real estate operation in town. You went like a house afire 
for a year. Things were looking great for you and for 
those of us who had money tied up in you. Then it all 
fell apart, and you along with it.” 

Tyler sigh^. “Cut it, will you? ^ wait for the movie.” 
No, listen.” Roy, caught up in some vision of profit, 
was like a hunting dog on the scent “HoUoran wants to 
build another subdivision. I could arrange for the two 
of you to get together. You might latch on to a deal; he 
could use your talent. Don’t you see, that would give 
you a chance to get hold of yourself, man? You have to 
go after something, set some goal. Don’t throw your fu¬ 
ture away just because a girl—” 

Tyler Rocked over his glass as his hand moved to 
grip Roys arm. ‘What about a girl?” he said between 
clenched teeth. 

‘You know what I started to say. The jury turned you 
loose, didn’t they? Why pass sentence on yourself?” 

Get the hell away, Roy. Get out before I paste you.” 
Roys smile was flintlike. “Don’t ever make that mis¬ 
take. He tossed a bill on the bar. “For my friend’s beer. 
Curly.” 

No, thanks, Roy,” Tyler called after him. “My credit’s 
still good.” ' 

Curly shook his head sadly. “Why cross him? Besides, 
every word he says is fact.” 

“Shut up again,” Tyler said. 

The Yanceys lived in an apartment above Cleve Yan- 
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cey^s grocery, just as they had when Tyler was a boy. 
And at nine that evening Tyler trudged up the stairs and 
rapped on the door. He shook Cleve’s hand when the old 

man came out. ^ 

"You haven’t been around for a long time. Cleve 
said, genuinely glad to see him. He slapped Tyler s shoul¬ 
der. “Come in and have a beer. Anita has gone to a 
movie and I’m just sitting here watching television. 

The show ended as they walked into the living room. 
An ingratiating pitchman was demonstrating why his 
shaving cream was better than Brand X. 

Cleve Yancey walked to the set and snapped off the 
switch. Tyler noticed how slowly Cleve moved, how 
white his hair had turned. “Anita says that she asked you 
to seU the store.” 

Cleve sighed and sank into a chair. “I put my life in 
here. I can’t go away now. It would be like Casey Stengel 
giving up baseball.” He rubbed his face as if to erase 
some of the wrinkles. 

“The old neighborhood’s gone to pot. It’s all small fac¬ 
tories and warehouses and hardly any families living 
here any more. Besides, folks can drive to one of these 
new supermarkets, where the meat is wrapped up nice 
in cellophane and music is playing on the loudspeaker 
and the clerks are all yoimg and sharp-looking. Well, I 
reckon Anita’s right when she says I’m sinking. But I’m 
going down with the ship. I can’t do anything else. 
You know how it is.” 

Tyler felt a stab of sympathy and regret. “I under¬ 
stand. But you should think of Anita.” 

“Anita.” Cleve made a gesture of helplessness. “If I 
could make her happy, I would. But she wasn’t happy 
when she went away before. It isn’t where you are that 
counts. It’s what you are.” 

Anita walked in. She looked at Tyler, said. Hi, and 
sat down. “What an awful movie. I didnt stay for the 
finish.” 

Cleve pulled himself up from his chair. “Tyler, I know 
you didn’t come to see me. Tm ready for bed, anyway. 
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He rose from his chair and said, "Don’t be a stranger, 
Tyler,” and shuflSed slowly from the room. 

"Who did you come to see?” Anita asked when they 
were alone. 

Tyler responded with a question. "Have you heard 
from Roy lately?” 

"Roy called me. He asked me to meet him and I re¬ 
fused. I think I made him angry.” 

"I haven’t had a drink in three days,” Tyler said sud¬ 
denly. 

"Congratulations and a good-conduct medal with oak 
leaf clusters. Why tell me?” 

"You were sweet to me that morning in my apartment. 
Now you sound as if you hate me. Why?” 

‘1 was sorry for you. Now I’m feeling sorry for myself. 
So try me again some time.” 

Tyler caught hold of her shoulders. "You’re not angry. 
You’re afraid. What is it?” 

A shadow flashed across her features. "Roy said some¬ 
thing to me. He said I’d be begging him before long. I 
suppose I’m silly but I almost beheved him.” She met 
his eyes. "Am I silly?” 

"Forget Roy.” Tyler put his lips to hers. She leaned 
against him for just a moment. He felt her breasts, full 
and firm, and her Hps began to part. Then she pulled 
away. 

"No, Tyler. I know why you came here. You want me 
to make you forget that other girl. And that’s not fair. If 
you ever want me for myself, then you can come around. 
But I’m not trying to compete with a—a dead woman.” 

Tyler’s mouth tightened. He was breathing hard. "I 
can find someone else.” 

“Sure you can,” she said. 


Her name was Barbara. Tyler did not ask her last 
name and she did not give it. He had picked her up in 
the bar of the Selden Hotel. 

"You told me you had a bottle,” she pouted. She was 
seated on the edge of his bed. Her blouse was off, and 
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her slip and bra, and her nipples pointed at him like 
pink darts, 

“In the drawer of that chest,” Tyler said. He was taking 
oflE his shirt. A very methodical man, Tyler McCord, care¬ 
ful in his preparations for combat. 

“Who’s the girl?” Barbara said, settling herself back 
on the bed, bottle in one hand. Tyler went into the bath¬ 
room and came out and tossed her a water tumbler. 

“Which girl?” 

“The one in the photograph. In the drawer.” 

Tyler removed Ids trousers. He staggered a little and 
almost fell down. Should a gentleman discard his pants 
before the lady discards hers? He laughed drunkenly. 

“The girl,” Barbara said insistently. “Don’t tell me she’s 
your sister in Sioux Falls.” 

“Her?” Tyler felt suddenly too sober. “She’s just a girl 
that I killed.” 

Barbara bounded up, fright skidding across her face. 
She was small but her figure was neat, her breasts large 
fruit that swayed when she moved. 

“Relax.” Tyler took the bottle from her loose fingers 
and turned it up. “You’re safe.” 

Why not tell the lady? he thought. Strangers were 
often sympathetic when friends were not. He sat down on 
the bed and placed the bottle on the floor. ^ 

“We were just married, on otur honeymoon. I’d had too 
much to drink and she wanted me to let her drive, but 
I wouldn’t listen. We failed to make a curve and we 
went off the highway and hit a tree. She was thro^ 
from the car. Her neck was broken. They tried me for 
manslaughter and set me free. The judge said I d have 
to live with myself and that was punishment enough. 

He was right.” „ , ,, , j t. _ 

‘Tm sorry, honey.” Barbara pulled his head to her 

breasts. Soft, warm flesh against his face, “You poor 
thing.” She stroked his hair. “I know just what you need. 
Taste that.” Nipple pressing against his bps. “Go ahead. 
Bite it, honey.” 

She fell back upon the bed, pulling him with her. 

“Don’t be afraid to be rough. Go ahead. I like it. 
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Her hands were quick and facile. He was aroused. She 
cooed with pleasure at what her seeking caresses dis¬ 
covered. 

“Wait, honey. Let me get off this skirt. Now. That’s it. 
That’s what you need. That’s what . . .” 

Some time later, lying on his side, Tyler felt her breasts 
squeezed against his back. Her hand crept along his 
thigh. 

“This time,” she whispered in his ear, “don’t call me 
Anita.” 

Tyler tensed. “Anita?” 

“That’s her name, isn’t it, the girl in the picture? That’s 
what you called me. Anita.” 



TYLER was dreaming again. In this dream he sat in a 
railroad station, lonely and cold, his hands jammed deep 
in the pockets of his overcoat. 

The public address system issued hoarse announce¬ 
ments about arrivals and departures; people rushed here 
and there without looking Tyler’s way. Tyler scanned 
their faces, searching for someone, although he did not 
know who. 

Then Tyler saw the girl. She stood at the baggage 
window, a luggage check in her hand, her back to him. 
He rushed toward her. The girl turned. He stopped 
short. No, she was not the only one he was waiting for. 
She brushed by him, and he was alone again. 

Tyler wandered disconsolately to the doorway and 
watched the trains thunder past. Passengers waved from 
the windows but the trains did not slow down. Tyler 
turned up his collar against the cold wind. 

A bald man, wearing a bartender’s apron, touched Ty¬ 
ler’s arm. “What you need is a woman,” he said. 
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"rm waiting for her now/" Tyler replied. 

The bartender pulled a bottle from beneath his apron. 
“Just in case she doesn’t show up/" he said, and winked. 

Tyler left the railroad station, having abandoned his 
vigil as useless. He walked down a long black highway. 
Cars sped by, the wind of their passage buffeting him 
like a swamp reed in a gale. 

Tyler turned and lifted his thumb but the cars con¬ 
tinued to stream past without slowing down. When, at 
last, a car did stop, a woman opened the door and 
smiled enticingly at him. As Tyler started to get in, the 
car suddenly shot away and left him there alone in the 
center of the highway. Tyler took out the bottle and 
drank deeply, then began to walk. 

A mellow, three-noted horn sounded behind him and 
he heard a voice call his name. He turned. Anita was be¬ 
hind the wheel of a yellow convertible. The wind ruf¬ 
fled her glossy black hair. Tyler felt his throat constrict 
when he looked at her. 

“Get in, Tyler,"" Anita said. He walked toward her 
hurriedly, and suddenly he was carrying a large suitcase 
heavier than lead. It bounced against his leg, holding him 
back. His steps dragged. 

Anita ran to meet him. She kissed him with warm, 
soft lips. Her fingers caressed his cheeks. 

Then the suitcase fell open. Anita screamed. Tyler 
stared as the contents rolled out onto the highway and 
lay there, white and bare—the body of a girl... 

Tyler woke up. Suddenly, clearly, he saw the ceiling 
of his room. He was sprawled on the bed, bare to the 
bone and shivering in a pool of clammy sweat. The air 
conditioner was whirring loudly, turned too high. Tyler 
shivered. 

The clock said that it was two in the afternoon. He 
had slept for hours. He groaned and rolled over and his 
head seemed to rise like an inflating balloon. 

Then he remembered, and the memory was like ice- 
water trickling down his spine. He recalled it all: the 
visit to Anitas home last night, the woman he had 
picked up later, the episode here, when he had called 
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Anita^s name as he made drunken love to another. 

Tyler sat up. He gazed about at the shambles of the 
room. He saw the empty bottle on the floor, the rumpled 
bed covers fallen to the floor, the cherished, haunting 
photograph left carelessly on the bedside table. 

He did not know when or in what condition the wom¬ 
an—what was her name, Barbara?—had departed his 
company. He must have passed out long before that. A 
sickening taste was in his mouth. 

Rising, he staggered to the bathroom. He turned on 
the shower and Waved it. Needles of cold water drove 
against him, as penetrating as electric shocks. He felt 
Wtter. He made coffee and shaved. Then he drank more 
coffee and scrambled an egg. 

Having eaten, he returned to the scene of disarray in 
the bedroom. He found a package of cigarettes and sat 
on the edge of the bed and smoked, solemnly eyeing 
the tom-up room. 

“We both need cleaning up,’* he said aloud. He went 
methodically about the task of setting the place in order. 

When the bedroom was decent again, Tyler went back 
to the kitchen. He felt sober, his mind clear as a bell. 
He had always been quick on the recovery but today 
he seemed d^erent, sharper than ever. Vigorously he 
washed the clutter of soiled dishes on the sink, working 
like a mess sergeant expecting an inspection by the com¬ 
manding general. 

Finally, there was nothing more he could do. He lit 
another cigarette and met his thoughts head-on. Putting 
his life together would not be as easy as setting the 
apartment in order. But he would try. 

Last night, for all its waste, had taught him some¬ 
thing. Curly had been right. He needed a woman. He 
needed Anita. But first he had to prove that he deserved 
her. 

He looked at the blond girl in the photograph. His 
mind formed her name without the familiar pang of 
guilt. Grace—the late Mrs. Tyler McCord. He had loved 
her and he supposed he still did. But life did not stop. 
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It rushed on and left you behind if you didn’t move 
with it. 

Grace, he thought, I can’t forgive myself. But you 
would forgive me. You would want me to hve. I haven’t 
finished my sentence, perhaps, but I’ve come into the 
light again. Up from the black hole, up from sohtary. 

He would work hard, get the agency back on its feet. 
Whiskey was out until he could take it for what it was 
and not as a crutch, as an antidote for his sense of guilt. 
In time, when he had proved himself, there would be 
another chance at Anita. 

“It’s a deal,” he told himself in the mirror as he 
knotted his tie. “So put up or shut up.” 

Driving to the office in his scarred, three-year-old car, 
Tyler tried to formulate some plans for the future. He 
needed some profitable project to get the agency back 
on its feet and he knew of none oflSiand. Well, he’d see 
what came up. 

The day seemed bright and clear and new even though 
it was beginning to taper toward evening. Tyler whistled 
as he unlocked the oflBce and braved the closeted heat 
that rushed at him. 

Mail shoved through the door slot was cluttered on 
the floor. Tyler grinned wryly as he picked up the en¬ 
velopes. There were three overdue bills and a charity 
organization’s plea for funds. 

Sitting on the edge of the desk, he considered the bills 
and realized with a shock how deeply in debt he was. 
He owned nothing of real value except the ofiice fur¬ 
nishings, his road-weary car and a vacant lot where he 
had planned to build a home for his bride. Somehow 
he had managed to hold on to that property, even when 
everything else had slipped away from him. 

Sell the lot, he thought. Pay off as many of your bills 
as possible. That will give you a breathing space. 

Encouraged by this idea, wanting to share the moment 
with someone, he pulled the telephone toward him and 
dialed the number of Gleve Yancey’s grocery store. As 
Anita’s voice came on, he slafnmed down the receiver. 

Suddenly he heard the sound of his own breathing. 
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loud in his ears. A wild fear, unexpected and uninvited, 
had rushed in on him when he heard Anita's voice. He 
was not at all sure now that he could keep the deal he 
had made with himself. 

He had tried before and he had made a miserable 
failure of it. He sat there in the hot, silent oflBce, over¬ 
whelmingly aware of how weak he had become and of 
how difficult would be the road back. You could not 
just wake up one day and decide that everything was 
changed. It was not that easy. 

He had to fight this out first, prove to himself that he 
could win. Then he would tell Anita. Then he would 
know that his new resolve was not just another dream. 


The next week was a busy one for Tyler McCord. 
First, he attacked his office as he had his apartment, 
cleaned every foot of it, even scrubbed the windows un¬ 
til they gleamed like those in a television commercial. 
Then he went out and sold the typewriter—it was not 
of much use to him anyway, he told himself—in order 
to have some cash in his pockets. 

He called on persons he had not seen in months un¬ 
less he had encountered them m bars. He began to work 
on his contacts again, the people who could send cUents 
his way. He wore out shoe leather and his handshake 
and his friendly grin, but he felt that he was making 
progress. Each night he went to bed satisfied, except 
when he thought of Anita. 

But all this was using up his time. He had to come 
up with some deal that would mean real money to him. 
Racking up day after day as a sober, hard-working citi¬ 
zen was great, but that alone could not pay the rent. 
Still, he could only keep plugging away, hoping for a 
break. 

One night he went into Cmrly's to say hello. “Have 
you been taking the cure?” Curly asked. “Some nights 
when I look around, I wonder if I'm in the wrong place. 
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Not seeing you on that stool over there is like losing 
some of the furniture.” 

“Im on the straight and narrow. Setting a new record, 
too.” Tyler count^ in his head. "Five days now IVe 
been sober. If this keeps up, I’ll be voted the Temperance 
Society’s man of the year.” 

Curly turned serious. ‘Tm glad for you. Stick to it, boy. 
By the way, Anita’s been around a couple of times.” 

Tyler’s heart thudded. "Alone?” 

Curly grimaced. "One time she was with a wholesale 
representative for some grocery firm. The next she was 
with that punk clerk who works for her father. "What’s 
the matter with that girl? She can do better than that. 
She can have the best in this town.” 

Tyler did not reply. He was sufiFering pangs of bitter 
jealousy. At least, he thought, she had not gone back to 
Roy Brent. 

Then he realized that a blonde at the other end of 
the bar had her eyes on him. When their gazes met, 
she smiled slowly and leaned forward to display, inside 
the plunging neckline of her dress, the enticing twin 
globes of her breasts—abundant natural resources of 
which she was obviously proud. 

"Give the lady a drink,” he said to Curly, suddenly 
feeling better. “And put it on my tab. Tell her no sale, 
but I admire the merchandise.” 

As he left the bar. Curly groaned and said, "Even on 
the wagon, this guy costs me money.” 

Tyler wanted to see Anita, to talk to her. Although 
she might not be home, he drove over toward her neigh¬ 
borhood. A block away from the Yancey store he parked 
and sat in the moonlight, studying the lot he owned 
and wondering how he could put it to use. 

Crowded with weeds, as neglected as a friendless or¬ 
phan, the lot looked less than attractive. Because the 
pattern of the neighborhood had changed since he had 
bought the lot, the site was now useless as residential 
property, but a business might locate tliere. Tyler de¬ 
cided to have it cleared if he could afford the cost. He 
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would place a notice in the Port City newspaper and 
try to locate a buyer. 

He started the car and when he came to the Yancey 
store, Tyler drew in behind another car, parked and 
stepped out. He paid the other car little attention imtil 
he was on the walk. Then he saw the struggling figures 
in the car’s front seat. 

The door of the car flew open and Anita bounded out. 
A man pursued her and captured her arm, tried to pull 
her back. 

Anita was holding her own. She was neither weak nor 
afraid, and she was about as much as the man could 
handle. Tyler plunged forward anyway, driven more by 
anger and jealousy than by Anita’s need for rescue. 

He turned the man around. He had time to recognize 
the young clerk from the Yancey store. Then his fist col¬ 
lided with the other’s chin and knocked him back against 
the car at the curb. The clerk straightened. He was 
heavily built about the shoulders and when he swung at 
Tyler, it was with all his strength. 

Tyler evaded the blow and countered with a satisfy¬ 
ing right to the other’s midriff. It had been ages since 
he had struck another man, since he had felt so alive 
and alert and capable of dealing with whatever came 
his way. Twice more he connected with short punches. 
The sound of fist hitting flesh was loud on the deserted 
and silent street. The other man fell and Tyler stood 
breathing heavily, prepared for anything. 

The clerk climbed to his feet, clinging to the open 
car door. “Okay,” he panted. “She isn’t worth it, any¬ 
way. She’s nothing but a tease. Lets you think you’re 
maldng out and then turns coy. You can have her, bud¬ 
dy.” 

Anita laughed huskily as her late escort drove away. 
“What that guy wants for a couple of beers, you wouldn’t 
believe.” She looked at Tyler and laughed again. “I’m 
sorry, but the sight of Tyler McCord defending a girl’s 
virtue is one I never expected.” 

In a moment Tyler was laughing, too. “I never expected 
it myself.” 
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“A real skinny Galahad.” Anita touched his muscle 
playfully. “You’ve got a pretty good right for a guy who 
spends most his time punching the clock in Guriys. 

She leaned nearer, suddenly serious. “Say, aren’t you— 
forgive the expression—cold sober?” 

Sober, Tyler thought, but not cold. Her touch, her 
nearness, warmed him. But he did not reach out for her. 
“You told me to look you up if I ever wanted you for 
yourself,” he said. “Damn it—I do. 

She drew away. “I don’t know whether to believe you 
or not.” 

“I don’t ask you to believe me. Not now. But Ill be 
back. I just wanted you to know.” 

He pulled her against him. He did not try to kiss her 
but simply held her there, savoring her scent and warmth 
and softness, her thigh against his, her breasts nudging 
his chest. 

“It will be worth waiting for,” he said. 

Then he walked away and he felt taller, stronger, more 
self-confident than he had in a long time. 



SALLY MORRISON said, “Roy, you’d better get up 
and go home.” 

“Why should I?” said Roy Brent. “My wife isnt sta- 
pid. She knows I haven’t been sitting up with a sick 
friend.” 

Sally giggled. ‘Tou certainly haven’t been sitting up 
—that I’ll give you.” 

Roy swung his bare feet to the floor and padded over 
to a table, found a cigar. This was how far the two of 
them had progressed. Now he had all the comforts of 
home, even his special brand of cigars, here in her apart¬ 
ment. 
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Roy sank into a chair over which the moonlight 
spilled. He pressed his hghter to hfe. The flame flickered 
and di^. He juggled the lighter thoughtfully in his hand. 

‘TTou re a strange man, diflScult to know.” Bedsprings 
squeaked, and Sally spoke to him across the room. “What 
are you thinking about?” 

You d be surprised if I told you, Roy answered her si¬ 
lently. fm thinking of another woman. Aloud, he said, 
“Don’t try to analyze me. Your other services are enough.” 

Sally giggled again, not realizing that he was joking 
about her, not with her 

Roy had not expected that he would tire of Sally’s 
favors so soon. Despite her avid body and its enthusias¬ 
tic co-operation, Sally lacked something he sought. 

She did not take a lot of knowing, Roy thought. She 
was not hke Anita, full of sweet surprises, forever some¬ 
thing new and delightful. She was more like a clever httle 
pet, expert at her tricks but with a limited repertoire. 
Now, each time that Roy returned to her, he only wanted 
Anita more. 

Not that Roy was ready to give up Sally. He liked 
having a lush young body at his beck and call, enjoyed 
the power of command and control that he exercised over 
her. 

Yet in his mind he kept pursuing Anita. And finally, 
today, Roy had fashioned the plan by which he could 
obtain his goal, Anita’s subjugation. 

The way to get at Anita was through her father. She 
would do anything to keep the old man from being hurt, 
Roy was sure. The task was simply to make Anita’s sur¬ 
render the price of Cleve Yancey’s survival, and Roy 
knew how to arrange that. 

Rising, Roy began to dress. He felt Sally’s eyes on him 
and because he had come to know her so well, he felt 
like a stud on display. He knew what occupied Sally’s 
thoughts ninety-eight per cent of the time. She was a girl 
who mentally undressed men. That was all right with 
Roy. In fact, he was flattered. But Sally had better not 
forget that he called the signals. He did not want her 
turning into another Helen. 
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At this very moment, his wife was probably lying 
awake, listening for the sound of his footsteps. But she 
would not say anything when he entered his room, which 
adjoined hers. She had been giving him the silent treat¬ 
ment for days now, hardly opening her mouth. That 
was better, Roy thought, than having her pull and paw 
at him all the time, better than incessant questioning and 
pleading. Some time, however, there must be a showdown 
between them. 

“Roy,” Sally called. He was at the door, hat in hand. 
“Are you leaving just like that, without saying a word?” 

“When I feel hke it,” he said, irritated, “that’s the way I 
leave.” And the slam of the door cut off her hurt gasp. 

Instead of driving directly home, Roy detoured to pass 
through the neighborhood in which the Yanceys lived. 
As he neared the darkened, Yancey store, he saw a man 
and a woman on the street. Something familiar about the 
shadowed figures made Roy slow the car. W^atching them, 
he saw the man take the woman in his arms for a mo¬ 
ment, then walk away. He recognized the lean figure ^d 
gait of Tyler McCord. And the woman was Anita. With¬ 
out even thinking, Roy pulled over to the opposite curb. 

Anita stood gazing after McCord, then turned to go 
indoors. Roy gripped the steering wheel with trembling 
fingers, red fury boiling in him. 

Tyler McCord—Tyler and Anita. The last thing Roy 
had expected. But it would not be for long. He would 
see to that. 

WTien his secretary said, “Tyler McCord is here, the 
next morning, Roy was startled. He recovered quickly 
and he met Tyler with a firm handshake, then settled 
back to examine the other man. 

Tyler looked different, Roy thought. His features were 
firmer, his eyes more direct. And there was something 
changed about his bearing, the way he carried himself. 

“I’m taking yoiu: advice,” Tyler said. “I’m trying to get 
my agency on the beam again. I’ve become the soul of 
moderation and I’ve buckled down to real work.” 

“I’m pleased to hear it,” Roy lied. He wondered if this 
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change in Tyler had anything to do with Anita. Or vice 
versa. 

“You once mentioned the possibility of my making a 
deal with Halloran. Does your oflFer to put in a word for 
me still go?*’ 

Roy put his hands together and studied his fingertips. 
His features wore a mask of calm but inside he seethed. 
He could not tolerate even the thought of another man 
touching Anita. “You haven t talked to Halloran your¬ 
self?’' 

Tyler showed a grin. “With my reputation, Halloran 
would kick me out of his office. He couldn’t afford the 
risk of hiring me. He’d be afraid. I’d fall off the wagon 
tomorrow. But he d listen to you. If you recommended it, 
I think he’d take me on.” 

“I’ll think it over,” Roy said. “Stay on the ball a little 
longer. Then I’ll have some evidence to give Halloran 
when I tell him that you’ve reformed.” 

Roy had not the slightest intention of recommending 
that Halloran hire Tyler. Not after what he, Roy, 
had observed the night before. 

By the way, Roy said, “I hear that you’ve been seeing 
Anita.” 

Tyler frowned. “Are you still on that kick? Don’t you 
think you should forget her?” 

Roys anger flared but he held his face expressionless. 
‘Just being friendly. Forget I mentioned it.” He focused 
his gaze on his fingers again. Since you’re turning over 
a new leaf, perhaps I can expect to have your debt to 
the bank straightened out.” 

You don t have to remind me of that. You’ll get your 
money, Roy. Just as soon as I can raise it.” 

“Wait. I’m not demanding payment. I’ll give you all 
the time you need. But a thought just occurred to me. 
How would you hke to sell that lot of yours?” 

“I had the same inspiration,” Tyler admitted. “But 
why would you be interested in that land?” 

Investment in a project I’ve been kicking around in 
the back of my head.” Roy’s voice was smooth. “Nothing 
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has jelled on it yet, but I could use the lot if I ever de- 

^ “This is like a bolt out of the blue,” Tyler exclaimed. 
He was impressed with his good luck. “What do you think 

TOid^bold back a tight smile. “I’ll give you ten 
thousand, take half on your debt here.” , . . ^ 

Tvler whistled. “You know lots like that are bnngmg 
only about seven thousand in Selden. Why the generosi- 

“This would help to get you out of the bank’s hatt, 
Roy joked. “You can never pay us back if you dont be- 

come solvent. » rr* i j 

•Well draw up the papers tomorrow, Tyler decia^. 

When Tyler had departed after shaking hands grat^ 
fuUy, Roy could hardly repress his feeli^ of ta- 
umph. He strode to the window and watch^ T^er cross 
the street. Tyler’s walk was spirited, cheerful. He could 
have been the happiest man in the world. 

You poor fool, Roy thought. You just handed me a tick- 

et good in trade for Anita Yancey. 


Roy felt no qualms about what he was about to do. 
Over the past few years, he had come to thiiA of htaself 
as most of the community thought of him—faithful hus¬ 
band, incorruptible business leader, outstanding citizen. 
Roy Brent, the image of respectability, would never be¬ 
come involved with his secretary or wi& Anita Yancey. 
Certainly he would never plot to use his position, imu- 
ence and special knowledge to crush a rival or to bring 
a reluctant woman into his arms. 

Yet Roy was doing these things. He had weaved a web 
of deceit into which Tyler McCord had stepped as inno¬ 
cently as a fly entrapped by a spider. Within a short 
while, Roy would hold in his hands the power to direct 
or destroy the lives of both Amta and Anita s father. 

But there was nothing so strange about that, Roy 
thought. In reality, he controlled or directed many lives 
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in Selden. Every day he made decisions that could 
help or injure someone. Only now he realized how great 
his power was, how it could be used for his ow benefit 

Power. Roy liked the sound of the word. He saw him¬ 
self ripping through an opponent’s line, as he had done 
when playing college football. He imagined himself an¬ 
chored behind the wheel of a fast, high-powered auto¬ 
mobile, ramming the accelerator down until it struck 
bottom. He had always relished power. 

He saw himself in a bar, smashing his fist into the face 
of a man who had made a pass at Helen. He recalled that 
bystanders had pulled him away still swinging and when 
his rage had subsided, he had glanced down at his 
hands and found them torn and bloody. 

He saw himself on the night of his honeymoon, taking 
Helen as if she were an enemy that must be conquered. 
He saw himself walking into Sally Morrison’s apartment 
and bending her immediately to his will. 

Which was the real Roy Brent—the savage opponent 
and lover, the man with a lust for speed and power and 
self-gratification, or the man in the conservative suit, who 
sat behind a mahogany desk and exercised a firm hand¬ 
shake as a tool of his trade? 

Roy suddenly knew the answer. He had cracked the 
outer shell and found himself. He was not at all the man 
people thought he was. 

Roy, gazing at the |)ortraits on the wall, met the 
penetrating glances of the two Brents who had preceded 
him in Selden s seat of power. His father seemed dis¬ 
pleased, as he had often seemed in life. Don’t frown at 
me, Roy thought. 

The elder Brent had been completely ruthless and 
domineering in his own way. Some of the deals he had 
consummated had been far from savory. And he had 
practically forced Roy to wed an already selected bride, 
and had held Roy in check with the threat of disinherit¬ 
ance. 

Roy Brent, Sr., had not hesitated to manipulate the 
lives of others. His first rule had been to get what he 
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wanted. It was not the son s fault that his wants were 
slightly different from those of his father. 

Roy was in a jovial mood when he had lunch with 
Pierce Emmett, chairman of the school board. When Em¬ 
mett remarked that things must be going well for him 
since he seemed so happy, Roy laughed and assured him 
that he was right. 

This lunch was not just a routine meeting, although 
each pretended that it was. Emmett was after a new 
high school building and he wanted Roy to head the 
fund drive, which meant that he also hoped for a healthy 
contribution from the Bank of Selden. As for Roy, he 
wanted to talk about Madeline Foster. 

The young schoolteacher had returned to Roy's mind 
from time to time since that day in his office. With Sally 
beginning to wear upon his nerves and Anita still 
only a prospect, Roy had foimd his interest in Madeline 
growing daily. 

‘‘About this Miss Foster, the teacher whose contract is 
under consideration," Roy said to Emmett. “I think we 
should keep her on the faculty." 

Emmett looked surprised. “I thought you had less in¬ 
terest in that case than anyone on the board." 

“That's because I considered the entire affair a little 
ridiculous—board members repeating gossip with an un¬ 
holy gleam in their eyes. Why should we fire someone 
because of mere rumor?" 

“This isn't exactly rumor. People have seen Gabe 
White going into the woman's house at—well, unusual 
hours of the night for visitors." 

“Do you think we should slap a curfew on Miss Fos¬ 
ter?" Roy scoffed. “Cant she answer her door whenever 
she pleases?" 

“Do you want me to support renewal of Miss Foster's 
contract? Is that it?" 

Some chairman, Roy thought. He wants me to give 
him a sheet of instructions. 

“I think we should renew her contract, Emmett. I'll 
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talk to the young woman myself. I think I can assure you 
that her conduct will be beyond public reproach from 
now on.” 

“Well-” 

“It’s settled then.” Roy guided the conversation toward 
the proper channel. “Now, about that new building.. ” 

He called Madeline when he returned to the oflSce. 
“I’ve been thinking over our discussion of the other day. 
I’d like to talk to you again. No, I’ll drop by your house 
today. No, I can’t tell you anything definite yet.” 

Matters were definite, of course. With the chairman s 
support, Roy would get his way. Madeline had nothing 
to worry about. But she did not know that and Roy did 
not intend to tell her. He would play with her a bit, 
savoring his power. 

Roy remembered how she had faced him, eyes plead¬ 
ing. That day, she had sat with her feet close together, 
skirt tugged down over her knees. A slim young woman 
with big brown eyes, she could have been a sheltered 
virgin just out of finishing school. But Roy had thought 
that Gabe White would not be interested in a woman 
like that. Beneath her circumspect exterior, she must 
be a blazing volcano. Anyway, it would be interesting 
to find out, to see how far she would go to achieve Roy’s 
aid. 

His good mood was shattered when Sally Morrison 
came into his oflBce toward the end of the day. With the 
expression of a woman who had made up her mind to 
demand her rights, she said, “Should I expect you to¬ 
night?” 

Roy experienced displeasure. She had never ventured 
this far before. But for occasional intimate glances, they 
had maintained their formal relationship within the 
bank. 

“Do you want to make other plans?” he said. “A date, 
perhaps?” 

“I can’t be expected to stay in my apartment every 
night, just in case you’ll show up,” she blurted. “You really 
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can’t call me any time you want, without warning, and 
expect me to be home.” 

Roy regarded her coldly. She had been mulling this 
over for some time, he thought, and only now had 
worked up the courage to mention it. She was beginning 
to feel possessive, to seek some significant relinquishing 
of his independence. 

‘‘Don’t let me interfere with your plans at any time. 
And, Miss Morrison,” he bore down on the use of her 
last name, “if you aren’t satisfied with your present po¬ 
sition, I can put you back as secretary to the second 
vice-president.” 

She looked properly chastened. “I’m so^.” Her voice 
broke. “I didn’t mean to make you angry.” 

“Forget it,” Roy said, knowing that his threat would 
remain in her memory for a long time to come. 



IN his poolroom, Gabe White leaned against the wall 
and watched his opponent perform an abortion on the 
nine-ball straight in the side. 

“I should give you another shot,” Gabe said, the soul 
of sympathy. “Getting a tough break on a money ball 
like that.” He picked up his cue stick, aimed it. “How¬ 
ever, I can’t afford the gesture.” He shot in the ball his 
opponent had missed and pocketed the currency on the 
table. ‘I’ve been living from hand to mouth since my 
rich imcle went to the poorhouse.” 

The other player laughed and the kibitzers clustered 
aroimd the table joined m. Gabe chalked his cue careful¬ 
ly and called for a rack. Keep the sucker laughing, he 
thought. Keep him happy. He’s good for twenty more 
bucks before he folds. 
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Nine-ball was a suckers game, anyway. Gabe could 
loaf around and allow his opponent to make the balls 
that meant little, then come on to sink the nine himself. 
The sucker looked at the rack, saw that he had collected 
several balls and Gabe only a couple, and he told himself 
that he could win the next one, he had come so close this 
time. He overlooked the fact that Gabe had made the 
shot that meant the money. 

In the same way, when a guy wanted to play rotation 
pool, one through the fifteen, Gabe allowed his foe to 
sink the first few balls. Gabe started to shoot expertly 
only when they reached the high balls that were worth 
three or four of the others. 

A sucker, Gabe thought, is a guy who thinks a hustler 
will give him a break. 

A hand touched Gabe's shoulder. “Telephone.” 

Gabe entrusted his cue to a friend and spoke to his 
opponent, who was staring at a difficult shot and mop¬ 
ping his brow. “Don t clean the table while Tm gone.” 
As if the guy ever could, even with a vacuum cleaner. 

Madeline's voice came through the receiver. “Roy 
Brent just called me. I think he's going to help me with 
the school board.” 

Gabe scowled. “Why should he do that?” 

“Don't be so distrustful. I admit that he struck me 
wrong when I talked to him before. But maybe you're 
mistaken about him, Gabe.” 

“The hell I am. When a guy like Brent offers you a 
favor, you ask yourself why.” 

“Oh, Gabe. You never give up a grudge. That's what's 
wrong with you.” 

Gabe saw that his sucker had missed and was waiting 
impatiently. “I'm in a hiury,” he told Madeline. “What 
did you call for?” 

“Brent is coming around to talk to me. I don't want 
you to barge in while he's here. Promise that you'll stay 
away until I call you.” 

Gabe wanted to argue but his opponent was summon¬ 
ing him irritably. The poolroom owner hung up, went 
back and ran the last three balls. 
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**YouV6 too good for me, tlio suclccr said. iT^play a 
few more games if you spot me a couple of b^s.” 

As if that would help him. “We’ll try it, Gabe said^ 
“You ought to have a chance back to win your money. 
You never give a sucker anything. He only thinks you 

*^°Gabe wondered what Roy Brent stood to gain by 
helping Madeline. He scowled again, his good humor 
gone. 


This time, Roy noticed immediately, Madeline was not 
wearing a dress that hid her figure. The gay print bri^t- 
ened her face and her brown eyes, brought out her color. 
Her breasts were small and lilting impertinences that 
intrigued his glance. She could not stop the movement of 
her buttocks when she walked, either, so much like 
eggs in boiling water. And as she sat down she saw his 
gaze attracted to her long, elegantly curved legs. 

“I do hope that you have good news for me, Mr. 

Brent.” ^a 

She was nervous. She did not know how to act toward 

fiim^ Roy thought, also struck by the relation of how 
greatly she was depending on his decision. He felt a 

prickling on his neck. , , j r 

Then Madeline realized that in her haste, she had tor- 
gotten the social amenities. She asked if he would like a 
cup of tea. Roy chuckled inside. He doubted that she of¬ 
fered tea to Gabe White. 

“I’ll take a drink instead,” he said, and she was sur¬ 
prised but hastened to fill his order. 

Roy threw his hat aside and looked around. Remem¬ 
bering that Madeline’s sick motiher had died here, he re¬ 
flected that the house still wore an air of moun^g. 
In this lonely dwelling, a young woman could not help 
but be infected by loneliness herself. Roy could under¬ 
stand why Madeline had succumbed to Gabe 
Probably she would have fallen for any man who had 
come along at the right time. 

Still, Roy resented the thought of Gabe White having 
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his way with her. He thought with dislike of Gabels wise 
grin, his primitive form of expression, his confident man¬ 
nerisms. Gabe, both as a type and as an individual, was 
more than Roy could take. 

That time when Gabe’s poolroom had caught fire, Gabe 
had come to Roy seeking a loan. Roy recaJled the inci¬ 
dent with a stirring of anger. 

“I wouldn’t mind your refusing me the loan,” Gabe had 
said, ‘‘if you thought that I was a bad risk. But turning 
me down because you don’t like me and my business— 
that’s another matter.” Roy had tried to restore calm 
and order to the discussion but Gabe had refused to be 
halted. ‘Who appointed you judge of what is best for 
this community? You didn’t i^erit a crown from your 
old man, just a bank.” 

‘TTou aren’t getting any nearer to that loan,” Roy had 
said icily. 

‘1 can survive without it. I have a couple of friends 
who’ll stake me if I ask. You wouldn’t like their busi¬ 
ness, either. Don’t worry, Gabe White will get along.” 

“Then suppose you stop shouting and get out of my 
oflBce.” 

“Gladly. The company’s better down at the poolroom.” 
Gabe had paused for a parting volley. “I don’t usually let 
a man get under my skin. But I see through you, Brent. 
I see a man no better than I am and maybe a httle 
worse.” 

Madeline jarred the memory away as she returned 
with Roy’s drink. 

“It isn’t necessary to be so careful around me,” Roy 
said. “Relax and be yomself.” 

She smiled faintly. “Sometimes that isn’t easy.” 

“An inteUigent observation. What are you like, Made¬ 
line, when you are yomself?” 

She tugged uncomfortably at her skirt. “Just an ordi¬ 
nary young woman, I think. Despite what my critics may 
say.” 

“You’re wrong, Madeline. You’re too attractive to be 
called ordinary.” 

A fiush crept up her throat. She declined to meet his 
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eyes. “About my position at the school, Mr. Brent—” 

Her voice trailed off. She waited for Roy to pick up 
the conversation. Her hands fidgeted nervously, "^e si¬ 
lence wore on. Finally, seeing Roy smile, Madeline’s eyes 
lifted. At what she read in his gaze, she blushed ag^. 

“Yes, Madeline, you’re very attractive. And I don’t im¬ 
agine that Gabe \^te is interested in your intellectual 
capacity.” 

“Please, Mr. Brent-” She started to her feet. 

Roy’s voice hardened. “Let’s be frank vdth each odier. 
Let’s not pretend that you haven’t been having an affair 
wiA White. I don’t blame you. A woman with normal 
^notions can’t be expected to live without love. It’s un¬ 
fortunate that you selected the town’s black sheep, but 
that’s all behind us now. I talked to the chairman of the 
school board today. If I vote to renew your contrac^ he’ll 
go along with me. Our combined mfiuence will be 
enough to swing it” 

She murmur^ his name again, this time in a softer 
voice. She was so grateful that it was almost a shame to 
go on. 

“I have not yet decided just how ITI vote.” 

Those brown eyes widened in dismay. “But you said 
—I assumed that you had decided.” 

“My decision depends on you. If you want to ke^ 
your job, you’ll have to stop seeing Gabe \^^te.” 

She rose quicldy and turned away from him, her head 
bowed. Roy watched her as he might watch a fish thrash¬ 
ing at the end of the line. “Very well,” she said finally. 
“That is a decision I should have made alone. You haven’t 
left me much pride.” 

Roy said, “You dont want to waste your time with a 
man like Gabe.” He went over and placed a hand on ha: 
shoulder. “But that, my dear, doesn’t mean that you must 
put on a chastity belt. There are other men.” 

She whipped about. Now it was all dear to her. She 
raised an arm as if to strike at him but before his steady 
gaze she faltered. Her arm dropped. Her shoulders 
sagged. 
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“Gabe was right. I should never have gone to you for 
help."^ 

Roy’s lips tightened. His fingers clamped her arm. 
“What did White say about me^ 

“He said that you enjoyed the brutal use of your pow¬ 
er. What he was saying, in his own way, was diat power 
corrupts some people and that you are one of them. Pow¬ 
er also destroys, Mr. Brent. It destroys even those who 
wield it.” 

Roy released her, pushed her away. “Thanks for the 
philosophy.” His lip curled. “And thanks for the drink. 
It’s too bad you don’t want to be sensible.” 

Her words stopped him. “I didn’t say I wouldn’t be 
sensible.” 

Roy turned slowly. Their eyes met across the room. “I 
didn’t say that I wouldn’t agree to your—to your proposi¬ 
tion, Mr. Brent.” She gestured helplessly. “If I were dis¬ 
charged here, that will remain on my teaching record 
—a permanent scar that would raise questions in any 
other town. I am sure that the good members of the 
board, yourself included, would be certain to stipulate 
that I was dismissed on moral groimds.” 

“No doubt,” Roy agreed, and compressed his lips. 

“As an alternative, I can stay here and become Gabe’s 
fulltime mistress. I suppose the hours would be good and 
the pay regular.” She laughed bitterly. “I would be the 
favorite subject for gossip then. What you offer me is at 
least the pretense of respectability. I would have to be 
judged only by myself, not by my neighbors.” 

She walked over to where Roy’s half-finished drink sat 
on the table. She picked up the glass and defiantly swal¬ 
lowed the contents. Now she lifted her chin and faced 
him, feet wide apart, hands on her slim hips. 

“I’m assuming, of course, that you will arrange for me 
to fulfill my obligations in secret, away from prying eyes. 
With your reputation, you have reason to be more 
careful than Gabe.” 

Roy made no reply. He had been right. Beneath her 
cool exterior, Madeline was indeed a volcano. 

“This doesn’t seem to be a situation holding much 
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promise for me,” she plunged on. “But sooner or later, 
you’ll tire of me. Then I can resign my post without scan¬ 
dal and quit this stinking town with its stinking people. 
So you see, the arrangement you oflFer is my only hope. 
What about another drink, Mr. Brent? I’ll have one with 


you this time.” , 

Roy had not intended to stay. He knew that people 
must have seen him park outside and come in, but he 
found himself unable to move. 

“Come on,” Madeline said wildly, “The neighbors cant 
see through the walls. I’m interested to know what you 
expect of me. What lessons do you have for teacher^ 
Roy’s teeth bared in a feral smile. He started for her 


and she stood waiting. , j n j 

Madeline moaned as he seized her. Her head rolled 
as his hungry lips assailed her throat. This was not the 
same as with Gabe. She hated Roy. But her senses swam 
and her body was a traitor. It awoke to his touch. 

I’m just like the girl in the song, she thought, putty in 
the hands of a man. But hot putty. She laughed ^ Roy 
found her breasts and she buried her hands in his hair, 
her Bngers locking. How would Roy Brent form the put¬ 
ty? In what passionate shape? Would he demand more 

or less than Gabe did? _ 

She lay down on the sofa, the supine target. He 
loomed above her, face intent, eyes bright with hot de¬ 


sire. His hands were violent. 

Men, she thought, somehow never seemed to take 
the time to get her to the bedroom. Gabe was right again. 
She was always cocked, always like a loaded gim ready 
for the trigger. 

Oh, Gabe, what if you knew? What will happen when 
you do know? How will I tell you, my love? 

Roy left her suddenly. What was he doing? Locking 
the door. She waited. He returned. He tore off his coat 
and tie, kicked out of his trousers. He found her again. 

No, it was not the same as with Gabe. But her body 
did not know. Her body did not care. She caught Roy’s 
shoulders and her hands clenched. Someone was moan- 
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ing and she did not even realize that the sounds of pas¬ 
sion came from herself. 



THE following day, Tyler McCord signed his name to 
the paper that transferred his sole piece of property to 
Roy Brent. In return, Roy gave him a receipt inicating, 
among other things, that Tyler had paid the Bank of Sel- 
den five thousand dollars on account. 

‘Taid on account,’’ Tyler said admiringly as he in¬ 
spected his receipt. “It’s been ages since I’ve seen those 
words.” 

“That’s worth celebrating. I’ll buy the drink.” 

Tyler looked at Roy keenly “Giving me a test? Well, 
I’ll prove to you that I can take just one and stop.” 

He proved it in Ciurly’s. Roy shook his hand. “I’ll speak 
to Halloran. You’ll hear from me.” 

“Why is that guy so happy?” Curly said suspiciously 
when Roy had departed “Why should he be pleased 
that you are a nominee for comeback of the year?” 

“Don’t be too hard on Roy.” Tyler was in an expansive 
mood, wanting to believe good of everyone. 

“He’s going to recommend you for a job?” Curly 
shook his bald pate. “That doesn’t figure. He’s still hot 
for Anita and he must know how you feel about her.” 

Tyler frowned. Uneasiness pushed at him but he shook 
it oflF. “Ciurly, I refuse to let you spoil my day. I have a 
client, my friend. A couple in Port City want me to find 
them a place out here in the suburbs.” 

“I’m glad. But I’ll bet the deal with Halloran never 
comes through.” 

“Why should Roy lie to me?” 

“Okay, so I’m scared of gift horses.” And that ended it. 
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and Tyler was on his way, seeking a house for his new 
clients. 

Roy, in turn, was on his way to a supermarket on 
Muldoon Street. The bank had participated in the mar¬ 
ket’s establishment and the owner owed Roy a favor. 

Roy felt satisfied with the day’s accomplishments so 
far. Yesterday had not been bad, either, he thought, re¬ 
membering Madeline Foster. No wonder the school¬ 
teacher had interested Gabe White. She was dynamite. 
Once you got her clothes off, she exploded. 

Breaking up Gabe’s playhouse gave Roy added satis¬ 
faction. Only one thing tempered his feeling of triumph. 
He had doubted that Tyler McGord would be able to 
take one drink and stop. Well, Tyler might slip yet. And 
if he did not, Roy still had quite a surprise for him. 
When Tyler learnt the use to which his lot was to be 
put, he would be hit hard. 

As for the deal with Halloran, Roy had no intention of 
fulfilling his promise about that. But he did not yet want 
to spring his surprise on Tyler, so why not string him 
along? 

The supermarket on Muldoon was a sprawling build¬ 
ing ringed by paved parking areas. It offered the passerby 
a glassed-in view of colorful shelves and foods displays. 
In comparison, Roy thought, old Gleve Yancey’s little 
grocery looked like a relic of the stone age. 

Inside, Roy strode past the laden shelves, eflBciently 
arrayed to grab the attention, the check-out counters 
and the self-service buggies. He nodded appreciatively. 
A set-up like this, located near the Yancey store, would 
drain away all the neighborhood trade. 

In the oflBce of the market’s owner and manager, Roy 
said, ‘Tou’re doing well here, Devitts. How would you 
like to expand?” 

“Don’t rush me. I’m not doing that well. Later maybe, 
but not right away.” 

“Right away. I have a site in mind for you.” ^ 

“I just can’t do it. I’m tied up here for the time being.” 

“If you’re worried about money, forget it. I’ll arrange 
that for you.” 



72 THE SKIN-TIGHT SHEATH 

“Why should you be so interested in my opening up 
another store?"* 

“Just business ” Roy smiled. 


The Roy Brents lived well by Selden s standards, but 
not nearly as well as they could have if they had 
wished. Roy"s father had always said that a banker should 
look prosperous but not so prosperous as to arouse his 
depositors" suspicions. That had been as near as the el¬ 
der Bent had ever come to making a joke. 

Helen Brent ran her own household, with the assistance 
of a housekeeper who came in every day, and a gardener- 
handyman who came to work twice a week. When 
there were parties to arrange and on other special oc¬ 
casions, Helen employed extra help. 

During the early days of her marriage, Helen had en¬ 
joyed her role as mistress of the Brent mansion. But as 
Roy’s enthusiasm for certain of the marital fimctions had 
faded, so had her relish for her wifely duties. She was not 
interested in playing Mrs. Roy Brent unless she played 
the bedroom scenes as well, she announced to Roy one 
morning. 

Roy stared at her. She could tell that he was angry, be¬ 
cause his face became stolid. That was a habit he had, 
clearing his features of expression when he felt some 
emotion he did not want to disclose. 

“I have to bed you down before I get my breakfast 
every day, is that it?” 

“Well, little Tommy Tucker sang for his supper. What 
are you willing to do for breakfast?” 

“Tm willing to go out and buy it,” Roy said. He almost 
knocked down the housekeeper as he went out the front 
door. 

“Is there anything wrong?” the housekeeper asked in 
concern, holding to the hat Roy had knocked awry as he 
had brushed past her. 

Helen looked at her—a short, dowdy woman who would 
overflow a telephone booth—and reflected that she prob¬ 
ably had no trouble getting her husband to notice her. 
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She probably led a contented sexual life. But Helen- 

“My husband was in a hurry ” she said and went up- 
stairs to brood. 

Helen had decided by now that Roy was seeing some- 
one else, that he was spending more and more of Ws 
nights in the arms of another woman. Who was shet* 
What did Roy find in her that Helen did not (rfEer? 

Tears burned Helens eyes. I am abandoned, she 
thought, even though we still live together. 

Listlessly she dressed for a sunbath. Before she 
donned shorts and halter, she stood for a moment at the 
mir ror, clad only in panties. She cupped her breasts in 
her hands and asked her image if Roy had found a wom¬ 
an whose body excelled hers. 

The image said-not likely. And Helmi cried out silent¬ 
ly: Then why? r. j u 

On the patio, where the sun was a warm tnend, sne 
stretched out and let the heat massage her tormented 
limbs. She felt an aching loneliness. 

Divorce. The word blazed up in Helen’s mind but rea¬ 
son extinguished it immediately. She did not want to 
divorce Roy. She did not want to leave him. 

Here was her advantage, Helen thought, over 
known woman to whom Roy had turned. A man m ^ 
position was sensitive about divorce and scandal. He 
would not desert her, officially at least, if she did not 

force the break. i i t> * 

So she had time. She could still win hnn back. Rut 
how? She could not demand that Roy give up me 
woman. She knew Roy too well. He would not be dic¬ 
tated to. Helen would only hurt herself if she inspired 
angry quarrels. 

Wait and hope that Roy would grow tired of the other 
woman? She could not stand the ordeal, Helen thought. 
She was near the breaking point now. 

She heard the bell on the back gate tinkle. She opened 
her eyes and saw the delivery boy, arms full of groceries, 
staring at her. Boy? He was no boy. He looked about 
twenty and stood taller than Roy, with eyes that darted 
at her hungrily. 
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Helen realized that because she had previously loos¬ 
ened its tie, her halter had slipped when she had sat up. 
Her breasts were peeking at the grocery boy and he was 
peeking back. 

“Inside,” she said, hastening to restore the covering on 
her breasts. “Take the things into the kitchen.” 

He walked off, but his head kept inching about. Helen 
sighed and leaned back and then a smile began to pull 
at her lips. Her body ptuxed. She could not see the youth 
now, for her eyes were closed, but she had not heard die 
kitchen door open. He was still ogling her. 

Her body attracted other males, Helen thought. Roy re¬ 
jected her but others would not. She was himgry for ad¬ 
miration, for acknowledgement of her womanhood, and 
she could feel the youth’s eyes on her like searching 
hands. 

What would she do, Helen wondered, if the delivery 
boy were bold enough to come over and make advances? 
What if he came over and ran his hand along her 
thigh and said, “Lady, let’s go inside and play?” 

Her mind raced on, conjuring up wild visions. She im¬ 
agined this youth, whose name she did not even know, 
rushing across the patio and flin g in g himself on her, as¬ 
saulting her on the spot. She imagined rising and walking 
inside, facing him in the kitchen, and inviting him to 
perform services her husband did not, asking him to re¬ 
store her faith in herself. 

None of this happened, of course. The youth did none 
of the things her mind suggested. The kitchen door 
slammed and Helen heard his hurrying feet as he de¬ 
parted. 

She opened her eyes to gaze after him. He wasn’t even 
looking back. He was practically trotting as he reached 
the gate. Afraid, Helen thought disgustedly. 

Then he was gone and Hden slumped back. Sadness, 
depression, took hold of her. 

She could not fidget away the entire day like this, she 
thought. She must do something, and suddenly she Imew 
what it would be. She went inside and dressed and then 
she got out her car. 
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Anita Yancey. The name had been bouncing around in 
Helen s mind for days. She had been wondering if Anita 
were the other woman, the one Roy visited on his night¬ 
time excursions. 

That afEair between Roy and Anita a few years ago- 
Helen Icnew about it, and only too well. She remembered 
crying on the shoulder of Roy's father, who had treated 
her like a daughter-in-law even before her engagement 
to Roy had been annovmced. 

“It’s nothing to worry about,” the elder Brent had as¬ 
sured her. “Roy will drop Ae girl. She’s not the kind 
Roy would marry. You are.” 

Roy’s father had been right. But now Anita wm back 
in Selden. Had she and Roy renewed their old mti- 

macy? . , 

The more Helen asked herself this question, the more 
she felt that she must see Anita. It was almost as if she 
expected to read the answer on Anita’s face. What then? 
At least, Helen thought, she would have sized up the 
opposition. 

When she stepped into the Yancey store, her courage 
wilted. She turned back, her hand reaching for the door. 
Then she called herself a coward, unwilling to fight for 
what she wanted, and that restored her spirit. She took a 
deep breath, waDced up to the counter. 

A surly clerk told her that Anita could be found in 
the ofiBce at the rear. Helen felt his eyes trail her, survey¬ 
ing her lithe and swinging stride. , . i 

She was not prepared for what she saw when the girl 
at the desk looked up, ink smudging her cheek like a 
beauty spot. When Anita stood, Helen took in the whole 
of her with a woman’s quick and comprehensive glance 
and she knew, with a flash of pain and envy, that Anita 
had never known a man who had not wanted her Roy 

or anyone else. , , , i 

It was not Anita’s body that brought this thought 
crashing into Helen’s mind. The body was perfect, yes, 
as an instrument for the torture and delectation of mei^ 
but Helen still was not ashamed of her own well-turned 
figure. Anita had something more than flesh. 
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She had something more than a pretty face, too. It was 
some^g that (»uld be sensed and felt more than seen 
or defined-a pulsing, throbbing life, an eloquent prom- 
ise or passion unsurpassed. 

To sleep wuth Anita would be a searing experience for 
a man, one he would not forget He would not quit her 
^ssa^^, as Roy always seemed to leave his marriage 
bed. Neither would he leave behind him a woman to- 
j^plete and stiU yearning, as Helen so often seemed to 

How Helen knew these things, she could not say. But 
she knew 4em, aU right Men must know them, too 
when they looked at Anita. And Helen felt not only pair! 
and envy, but admiration and pride for her kind, and a 
sort of dismal hopelessness. 

Im Helen Brent,” she said finally, ending the silent 
stock-taking. 

“I know. I remember seeing your photograph in the 
newspaper when your engagement was announced. You 
haven t changed much.” 

I won Roy, Helen said flatly, “but he isn’t mine. Hid 
you know that?” 


“I know that he isn’t mine. Nor do I want him. Is that 
what you came here to ask?” 

“Roy hasn’t-he hasn’t seen you since you returned?” 

He has seen me.” Anita’s lips twisted but her eyes 
were not unkind. “But not the way you mean. If Roy is 
playing around, he is not playing with me.” 

Helen believed her—and felt more lost than ever. 

“What’s wrong with me?” she suddenly appealed, al¬ 
though Anita was a stranger. “Where have I failed him?” 

Anything I told you about Roy would be prejudiced, 
I m afraid.” 

“Tell me, anyway.” 

I think that Roy deserves no tears. He cares for no one 
but himself. He doesnt know that life requires eivinjs as 
well as taking.” 

“But I love him.” 


“Maybe you’ll be lucky, and get ovct it. I did.” 

No, Helen thought, I won’t get over it She walked list- 
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lessly from the store. The young clerk’s hungry ^ance 
bounced o£E her and was ignored. She felt drained and 
weak and she sat in the car for a long time before she 

drove away. , ^ 

As for Anita, the meeting had left her bemused. Once 
she had been jealous of Helen Brent, once had hated her. 
Now she was only glad that she was not in Helen s place. 

The clerk sidled over. “Pretty sharp looker, Aat one. 
Friend of yours? Anothar teaser like you, mayber 

Anita regarded him with scorn. “Still sm^g b^use 
you didn’t get your two beers’ worth, aren’t you? If you 
were important enough. I’d have Cleve fire you. 

The clerk leered, “Or maybe she’s somethmg a hme 
more than a friend. Maybe the two of you got somethmg 
going and that’s why you don’t want to put out. 

Unscarred by die insult, Anita said coldly, Alirays 
some excuse, isn’t there? No man wants to admiUt when 
a woman just doesn’t give a damn about hiin. Then she 
laughed. “But if you want. I’ll call up Tyler McCord and 
have him come over and discuss die matter wiA you. 
Her laughter grew louder as the clerk beat a flustered 
retreat 


The telephone is a wonderful invention, thought 
eline Foster. The man who perfected it must have had 
a girl friend he had not wanted to face. Over that magic 
line, you say things you could never say to a person near 
enough to touch. 

If Gabe were here with her, he would be grinning, ms 
eyes driving into her soul and reading her every thougirt 
and emotion. He would know that she had betrayed 
him. And worse, he would know that she had not meant 
it when she had told him to stay away from her. 

If he were here, he would be reaching for her. His big 
fingers would touch her, would begin their roving ca¬ 
resses—and her will would collapse. 

But he was not here and she was saying, “Don’t^try 
to see me again, Gabe. We cant go on as we have. 
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She knew that he was scowling. “Roy Brent told you to 
cut me oflF?” 

No,” she lied. “But it’s the only way I can avoid dis¬ 
missal. You must know that.” 

“I told you to forget that stufF. Gabe will take care of 
you, baby. You know that you can’t get along without 
me.” 

Her body cried out that he spoke the truth. At the 
same time, she recalled Roy Brent’s rough lovemaldng 
and how she had respond^ without even wanting or 
meaning to. Her mind told her that there was no diflEer- 
ence among men for a woman like her. 

“Please stay away, Gabe.” 

Xisten—I’m leaving town for a few days. I’m going 
shopping for some new tables and equipment. When I 
get back, we^ straighten this out But get one thing 
clear, baby. I’m not giving you up. We click too well. 
If Roy Brent gets in the way. I’ll cut him down small 
enough to fit teide one of his safe deposit boxes.” 

“No trouble,” Madeline gasped. “I want no trouble.” 
“Relax. I’ll be in touch when I get back.” His voice 
softened. “Be ready, baby.” 

Madeline broke into sobs as she staggered from the 
telephone. If she ever saw Gabe again, she feared that 
she woidd give herself away. She would not be able to 
deny him, for she did not have the power of denial. 
Gabe knew her so well. He would realize she had given 
herself to another. 

What would Gabe do if he learned the truth? She 
did not want to think of that. She did not want to think 
of what Roy Brent might do, either. For beneath the sur¬ 
face, Roy was as violent, as dangerous, as Gabe. The two 
were alike in all the worst ways. Neither would give in 
or retreat, neither would be denied. In her mind, she saw 
them crash together like two powerful, churning loco- 
motives, and she trembled. 

Then she began to wonder when Roy would return to 
hex, what he would next demand. Her sobs subsided. She 
wped her eyes. She told herself she dreaded the thought, 
but her body called her a liar. Already it was anticipat¬ 
ing the meeting, stirring a fearful heat inside her. 
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I am an oasis on the desert of desire, Madeline though^ 
hands straining unconsciously against her kps. I c^o^t 
STa^Tway. Welcome, traveler, aad join the feart. 


11 


A DAY passed, and another, and Roy Brent 

ten hours of each. He had let business nde too 

tails were piling up and when he considered how many, 

he wondered what the Bank of Selden would do wiA- 

out him. Not that this angered or distressed 1^. He 

cherished the knowledge that Ae 

slowed when he was absent too long. He liked ^oioi^g 

that the bank and the community depended upon hun. 

He sat alone in his office on the second evenmg and 
Hstened to the faint sounds that broke the sden^ of a 
building almost abandoned for die day. He heard h^e 
whirrings and clickings of electrically operated devices 
and it seemed to him that the bank was a sle^mg mon- 

ster, breathing quietly in the ^ tliP 

Roy punched out the desk lamp and walked mto the 

corridor, stretching his cramped shoulders. He had ^nt 
too long over too many papers but there was a ^rt of 
satisfaction in his tiredness. He felt as a m^ felt aha he 
had dismantled a compUcated machine and then had ^ 
assembled it perfectly. In the stiU lobby, o^pied by 
only one guard, Roy could detect the famt him of the 
electric clocks. It was a Uttle like listening to the sleepy 
purr of a woman whose passion has been assuaged. Roy 

felt a smile pull at his lips. „ i, j 

His plans for Anita Yancey were moving along. He Jtoo 
not spent the past two days on bank business alone. The 
supermarket deal was well under way. Dewtts had r^ 
mained reluctant to close the agreement, but Roy had 
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m^e it clear that he would not take no for an answer. 

Devitts was a reasonable man. When he had seen that 
Koy was determined to have his way, he had wasted 
no h^er time arguing but had settled down to prepar¬ 
ing his pla^. He had already surveyed the neighbor¬ 
hood and the site. 

“The only oAer store in that area is a small operation ” 
he had said. 1 went in and looked over their stock. Pr^ 
tended to be a customer. Didn’t want to shake up the 
owner. ^ 

men Roy had smiled, Devitts had laughed innocent¬ 
ly, thinkmg he had said something amusing. He was not 
aware that Roy knew the Yanceys. 

•^s store isn’t doing well,” Devitts had continued. 
tiis customers have been pulling away toward the chain 
rtore several blocks away. But we’ll intercept that trade. 

a frowned-“we’ll probably finish 

off Ais feUow. He’ll lose his tail. That’s unfortunate.” 

You cant worry about him,” Roy had consoled. “Com- 
peWion is the life of trade.” 

“But the death of profit.” Devitts arose. “Still, I have 
to Jook out for myself. Right?"’ 

Right,” Roy agreed solemnly. 

Devitts was a go-getter, and the store would prove a 
good investment. It would also serve Roy’s other pvu-- 
poses. Roy had reason to feel satisfied. He was cheerful 
when he left the bank. 

In the private parking lot behind the bank building, 
Roy was su^rised to find Sally Morrison’s compact still 
p^ked beside his bigger car. He scowled when Sallv 
slid out and confronted him. 

will make you angry. But I had to talk 
to you. Youve hardly looked at me these past two days 
1 want to know where we stand.” 

“I’to been busy and you know it.” Roy’s voice bit at 
aont have to be pacified every night, do 

“That’s not what I mean. If I knew how you felt I 
wouldn t mind waiting for your call. But you act as* if 
I didnt exist any more.” She took a deep breath. “If 
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you’re already tired of me, Roy, I want to know. If it’s 
over. I’ll go back to living my own life.” 

“All right. You asked a question and I’ll give you an 
answer. We’re through.” 

That seemed to stun her. She reached out gropingly 
as he turned away. He was turning the key in the ig¬ 
nition when she yanked open the other door of his car 
and lunged in beside him. 

“What will you do? Where will you find the woman 
you need?” Her fingers dug at his arm. “That snobbish 
wife of yours can’t fill the bill, or you wouldn’t have 
come to me in the first place.” 

Roy tasted sharp anger. She could not take being jet¬ 
tisoned, even though she had asked for it. 

“You said you wanted to live your own life. So live 
it.” 

She decided to plead. “Forgive me. I didn’t mean it 
that way. It’s just that you’re so hard. But Roy—you do 
something to me. It’s uncanny. Roy, I want you. I... 

“I’m in a hurry.” Roy resisted the urge to shove her 
from the car. Even though it was beginning to grow 
dark outside, someone might see. 

“Listen, Roy.” She tried another approach. “I know 
what it is with you. It has to be new and exciting every 
time. So take me right here in the car. It will be dark 
soon. Look, I’m unbuttoning my blouse. Put your hand 
in there, Roy, baby.” She was beginning to coo. 

For just a moment, her bold proposal aroused Roy’s 
interest. To take her there, in the car seat, with the 
possibility of discovery, though slight, enough to prom¬ 
ise some risk—that thought awakened his desire. 

But once the act was over, Sally would remain a prob¬ 
lem. She would be at him again with the demands, the 
accusations, the intrusions. He had started the break-off. 
Now was the time to finish it. 

He climbed from the car, walked around to the other 
side, seized Sally by the arms and pulled her out. He 
left her standing there with her blouse half open. To¬ 
morrow, he thought, he would send her to some other 
oflBce. He did not want her around any more. She was 
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^ bad as Helen. He gunned the motor and swiftly drove 
home. 

Helen heard her husband when he came upstairs. She 
rose from the seat by tiie window where she had spent 
a half-hour watching for his headlights, and she did 
something she had not done in weeks—she went through 
the coimecting doorway into Roy’s bedroom. 

Roy had removed his coat and was stripping off his 
tie. He whipped her a glance of surprise, and Helen 
thought how sad that was, that a husband should look 
at a wife that way. 

She was wearing a transparent negligee and she knew 
that the luxuriant promise of her limbs flashed enticingly 
through the fabric as she walked. She knew equally well 
that Roy would not notice or care. That, too, was sad. 

“You’ve been drinldng,” Roy said. 

It was strange, the reproving tone he used, in view of 
the way things were between them. “I had a couple of 
belts after dinner,” she admitted. “I didn’t thinlr you’d 
care.” 

I don t like to see any woman drunk, especially my 
wife. I don’t want you to become a female Tyler Mc¬ 
Cord.” 

“You^ don’t? But you made me what I am, whatever 
that is.” Her mind moved erratically to another subject. 
“You never liked Tyler, did you? I guess he’s too much 
plain nice guy, friendly and well-meaning.” 

*He is a sot who s drunk on self-pity.” Roy knew that 
was not precisely true, that Tyler had apparently started 
to master himself, but Roy could not bring himself to 
admit it, especially now. 

“He has normal human weaknesses, you mean.” Helen 
was amazed at her own boldness. “You hate weak peo¬ 
ple, like me. But if we were not weak, how could you 
step on us?” 

Oh, no, Roy thought disgustedly. Not another scene. 
Tiredly he put on his smoking jacket. The sharp edge 
of emotion left by the encounter with Sally had worn 
off, leaving him jaded. He was feeling now the effects of 
the activity of the past two days, the way he had thrown 
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himself into his work, not to mention the event-crammed 
days preceding them. He was in no mood for a quarrel 
with Helen. 

But she pursued it. “So I had dinner alone and took 
a couple of drinks later. What’s wrong with that? You 
aren’t even interested enough to look at me any more.” 

Roy fell back on the oldest excuse known to man, still 
trying to avoid further conflict. “I’m tired. I’ve been 
working hard.” 

“Not in our bedroom.” Helen’s laugh had a rasping 
sound. She knew this would accomplish nothing but she 
could not stop. A strange inner compulsion drove her 
on. 

“I’m going downstairs. You’d better go to bed and 
sleep it off.” 

“Anita Yancey was right about you.” 

That stopped him at the door. He turned, suddenly 
alert. 

“When did you see Anita?” 

Helen had not meant to tell him about that. Now it 
was too late. “I talked to her a couple of days ago. I 
thought that she might be your mistress. She didn’t hesi¬ 
tate to set me straight. She said you were a cruel man 
who thought only of himself.” 

“That’s interesting,” Roy said coldly. “Now are you go¬ 
ing out and ask every other woman in town if she has 
been sleeping with me?” 

“I may,” she shouted after him as he descended the 
stairs. “I may do just that little thing.” 

Roy walked slowly into the den. Calm, taking his time, 
he fished a cigar out of the humidor. His teeth bared 
and clicked down on the cigar end and he spat the ruin 
out deliberately on the floor. 

So Anita had said that about him. He rolled the cigar 
in his mouth. He had eliminated Helen from his mind 
entirely. There was nothing there but Anita. The thought 
of her was like a red-hot branding iron pressed to a nerve. 

Anita had a lot to learn. Shooting off her mouth hke 
thatl Well, he would teach her a lesson. He was the man 
who could do it. 
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Helen lay sobbing on her husband’s bed, hands claw¬ 
ing at the spread. Finally the sobs subsided and she sat 
up, staring at herself in the mirror across the room. Her 
eyes were red, her hair in violent disarray. 

Roy’s room, she thought, looking about, marking those 
things which were exclusively his—the striped tie he had 
cast aside, the hairbrush on the dresser, the football 
trophy on the wall shelf. The room smelled of his shaving 
lotion. 

These things are more his than I am, she thought. 

She shpped her feet to the floor and rose awkwardly. 
She had lost one slipper. Grimacing, she kicked off the 
other and stood flatfooted. 

Never had Helen felt so lost and forlorn and never 
had she felt such intense hatred for her husband. She 
still loved him, yes, but she hated him, too. She wanted 
to hurt him as he had hurt her, and she did not know 
how. 

Her hand plucked her negligee. Then suddenly, the 
hand clenched and she ripped flimsy material away from 
her body as mirthless laughter weUed up inside her. 

Then she was tearing off the rest of the garment, rip¬ 
ping it all away until she stood in only panties and bra. 
She walked back into her own bedroom and found the 
fifth she had tapped earher in the evening. She threw 
the cap away and tilted the bottle, not worrying about 
glass, mixer or chaser. 

The whiskey spewed down her throat and threw her 
into a fit of coughing. She could also feel the warmth 
creeping along the soft avenue between her breasts, tick¬ 
ling her like a playful finger. She staggered to the bath¬ 
room, turned on a spigot and washed some of the bum 
out of her throat. 

Then she straightened. She unfastened the bra and 
let it fall. At the head of the stairs, she paused again, 
breathing deeply, ga zin g down at the rise and fall of her 
bare, pink-tipped breasts. 

From the air-conditioning unit, cool air struck her, but 
the whiskey and something else pounding inside her 
warmed her blood. Standing there on the landing, she 
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removed her panties, twirled them ^ound on her finger 
and cast them away. They sailed down the stairs. 

Then, completely nude, she began the descent to the 
open door of Roy^s den. She called his name. 

‘‘I have sometiiing to show you, Roy. I want you to 
see what you turned down. What I am going to give to 
the first man who makes a pass at me. Because if you 
don t want it, Roy, someone should have it who does. 
Do you hear me? I don t care who he is. Doctor, lawyer, 
Indian chief—” 

She staggered in the doorway and had to lean against 
the jamb for support. As Roy stared at her, her taunting 
chant continued, fading to a murmur. "Beggarman, 
thief-” 

Roy struck her with the palm of his hand. The blow 
sounded like a balloon exploding. Her head rocked. 

“Hit me again, Roy,” she said. “Just so you touch me. 
If that’s the only way you’ll touch me, go ahead.” 

Then her will and her knees failed her and she fell. 
Roy stood glaring down at her, but she knew he would 
not touch her again, no matter how she begged. 



EARLY the following morning, Roy awoke from a trou¬ 
bled sleep and found himseh thinking uneasily of his 
father. 

“You are a fool,” the old man seemed to be saying in 
Roy’s imagination. “You shouldn’t have struck Helen. 
Brents don’t beat their wives.” 

Shut up, Roy thought. But he knew that his fathers 
image was right. Helen was not Sally Morrison or even 
Madeline Foster. She was not Anita Yancey. He should 
not have lost his temper with her. 

“She’ll divorce you now. Divorce—scandal.” The words 
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hanunBrsd at him. Everythmg his fath6r had always 
warned him against came alive in Roys brain. He must 
not lose status in the community. He must not lose the 
public’s respect. 

Nomense, Roy thought. The community needs me. 
Even if Helen should leave me, it would be overlooked 
and, in time, forgotten. 

“It’s all your fault anyway,” he told his father’s image, 
“You should never have forced me to marry her.” 

The ghost talked back to him. “Be reasonable. Be 
shrewd. Be a Brent, So you want Anita Yancey. So an¬ 
other fair body or two beckons. Take them, but do not 
mai^ them. You don’t want to marry Anita Yancey, you 
don’t have to marry her. But you do have to keep Helen. 
She is part of a necessary fa9ade.” 

Roy slipped out of bed and approached the door to 
Helen’s room. To his surprise, it was unlocked. He en¬ 
tered and saw the packed bags on the floor beside her 
bed. Shock hit him. 

Then Helen came out of the bathroom, fully dressed. 
Her face was grave. She looked nothing like the giddy 
and shouting nude who had confronted him the ni ght 
before. 

Roy groped for some saving word. Then Helen 
shocked him again. 

“I think we both made a mistake last night,” she said. 
“I’m going to spend a few days with Mother in Florida. 

I called her this morning. I won’t tell her anything about 
us. It’s just a visit. I want to think thin gs ou^ make some 
decisions. When I come back—” 

‘Terhaps that’s best,” Roy agreed. “We both need to 
do some thinking.” He forced out an apology. “I’m sorry 
about last night I was wrong to have struck you. Com¬ 
pletely wrong,” 

Seeing how hope flared in her eyes, he thou^t: She 
won’t divorce me, not imless I force it 

Why, if he went to her now, babied her a bit, made 
love to her, she would not even go to Florida. But it was 
best to let her go. That would set the stage, give a re- 
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concilation the proper atmosphere. And that would give 
him time to work out some other matters. 

As he showered and shaved, Roy did some thinking. 
He realized now that he had been rushing headlong to¬ 
ward danger, like a horse given his head for the first 
Httip!. He had erred in becoming so reckless, and he must 
not make that mistake again. 

Still, he could live his private life as he pleased. He 
could go ahead with his plans for the Yanceys. He could 
play around if he liked, amuse himself with the Made¬ 
lines and the Sallys. But he had to watch his step, be 
careful of his prestige, defer to community opinion. 

When Helen returned, he would mend their imion. 
That would not be difiBcult, he already knew. He was 
not exactly excited at the prospect of returning to the 
marriage bed, but he could go through the motions. A 
successful, stable marriage was a part of the picture he 
must maintain. 

As he shaved, it came to Roy that he had made a men¬ 
tal adjustment of sorts. He had come back toward the 
character created by his father, abandoning in part his 
rebellion against the elder Brent’s memory. The old 
tnan had been right about a lot of things. Roy was 
amaTftd at this discovery. After all this time, he was be¬ 
ginning to understand tiie man who had sired him. 

When Roy arrived at the bank, he found a new girl 
in Sally s chair. Her name escaped him but she was a 
thin blonde who filled in for other secretaries when she 
was needed. 

“Miss Morrison called in sick," tiie girl reported.^ She 
said she mi^t not be back to work until Monday. 

Roy knew what ailed Sally, and it wasn’t anytiiing that 
a doctor could treat She did not want to face him today. 
Just as well. He could have her eased into another ofiSce 
by Monday and that would settle matters. 

As for the substitute he had inherited, there was no 
likelihood of his becoming cozy with her. She was t^ 
enough to fit into an umbrella case. Her breasts were like 
wafers and behind her glasses, ha: eyes blinked owlishly. 

Roy shuddered mentally as he accepted a telephone 
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memo from the blond, read it in his private oflSce. It 
seemed that the school board’s secretary had already 
called to remind him of a meeting that night. The plan 
was to reach a decision on Madeline Fosters teaching 
contract. Roy was sure what that decision would be, of 
course, but Madeline was probably nervously awaiting 
news that her job was safe. 

Roy remind^ himself that Helen would be away for 
a few days and that his nights were free now that he had 
discarded Sally. He pulled over the telephone and dialed 
Madeline’s number. 

There was an anxious catch in her voice when she an¬ 
swered, as if she had been waiting for someone to call. 
She breathed a sigh when Roy identified himself. 

‘‘The school board meets tonight,” Roy said. “I thought 
you’d want to know.” 

“Considerate of you. Now I can worry about the out¬ 
come all day.” 

“There’s nothing to worry about. You ve been on your 
best behavior, haven’t you?” 

“I’ve been very, very good, Mr. Brent,” she said in a 
make-believe little girl’s voice. 

“I think I should check your report card later.” Roy en¬ 
joyed toying with her. “You’ll hear from me after the 
meeting.” 

A silence fell. Finally, in a lower voice, she said, “That 
isn’t wise, is it?” 

Roy had thought of that already. He could not go to 
her house and start talk anew. Her eagle-eyed neighbors 
would be on the alert. 

“We’ll find a way to get together,” he assured her. 

A half-hour later, Madeline was temporarily out of his 
thoughts. A half-angry, half-puzzled Halloran was seated 
across from him. 

“So McCord comes to me,” Halloran was saying, “and 
he says you were supposed to talk to me about a job. 
When I told him you hadn’t, he first thought I was stall¬ 
ing. I finally convinced him and we agreed to discussed it 
later.” Halloran paused to hght a cigarette. “Now, what 
does this mean, Roy? McCord would have been useful 
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to me once, but not now. I know he claims he s straight¬ 
ened out. But the world is full of drunks who were re¬ 
formed drunks only yesterday. And what’s your interest 
in this guy? Why have you taken him under your wing? 
Or was he handing me a line?” 

Careful, Roy told himself. He donned his thoughtful 
look, met Halloran’s eyes. 

“I told McCord that I would talk to you if he made a 
go of his attempt to reform. Frankly, I didn’t think he 
would. But he needed some hope to chng to. In other 
words, I was throwing him a life preserver to help him 
stay afloat. I naturally assumed that McCord wouldnt 
approach you until he heard from me. If I ve put you in 
a ^flBcult position. I’m sorry.” 

Halloran subsided. “Okay. You were doing the guy a 
good turn. I understand. But what now?” 

“Let me talk to McCord. He needs a while longer to 
prove himself. Then we’ll discuss the matter again. This 
is nothing to rush into, either from your angle or from 
McCord’s.” 

A handshake and a blackslap took care of that and 
Roy faced alone the problem of what to do about Tyler. 

Damn it, why had he made McCord that stupid prom¬ 
ise about the job with Halloran? But if he had not done 
so, he might not have been able to buy that property 
from McCord. And how could he have guessed that Mc¬ 
Cord would make good on staying away from the bottle? 
That was the most initiating part of it. He had underesti¬ 
mated McCord and Roy did not like to be wrong. 

Finally Roy ordered the thin blonde to contact Mc¬ 
Cord and see if she could arrange a luncheon date. The 
arrangements were easily made for that noon. 

“I’m on my second client this week,” Tyler told Roy in 
the restaurant. “I think I’m about to break through. Soon 
I may even be earning my keep.” 

“I talked to Halloran about you today.” 

“I’m sorry I jumped the gun on that. I was too anxious, 
I guess. I didn’t remember that you have only a few hun¬ 
dred things on your mind besides me.” 

“Frankly, Tyler, I was afraid you wouldn’t make a go 
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of it. I wanted to be sure before I talked to Halloran, 
If you took the job and then slipped up, that would be 
worse than not taking it at all ” 

“But I’m ready, Roy. I feel like a fighter just before a 
bout I want to be in there swinging. And I know that 
I’ll make good.” An embarrassed grin found its way to 
Tyler’s sharply chiseled face. “That sounds like a school 
fad at a pep rally, doesn’t it? But that’s the way I feel. 
I’ve been in a dark tunnel and I’ve just come out into the 
light.” 

conversation had found its way to something in 
which Roy was vitally interested. He seized his opening. 

“I’m curious to know what brought about this change 
in you. It couldn’t be Anita Yancey, could itr 

Tyler's ej^ression changed. “You keep bringing up her 
name. That’s what I’m curious about.” 

Roy forced a laugh. “Natural thing. A man always 
wonders who his ex-girl friends are sleeping with.” 

“There’s nothing like that between me and Anita, and 
there hasn’t been. I haven’t seen her in days. In fact, I 
don’t think she even knows how I’m trying to climb back 
to respectability.” 

Roy was beginning to breathe easier, like a runner re¬ 
covering after a sprint. Still, he persisted in pursuing the 
subject, his mind goaded by the memory of the night he 
had seen Anita in Tyler’s arms. 

When he mentioned that, Tyler frowned. “I happened 
to drive up as a guy was making a pass at her. We traded 
a couple of blows and he beat it. And look, Roy—” Tyler 
leaned over the table- “If you want to know how I feel 
about Amta, I’ll tell you. I’d like to have her shoes under 
my bed every night. But I have nothing to offer her-or 
^y woman-right now. I don’t know that she’d want it 
if I did. I can hope, maybe, but that’s all somewhere in 
the future.” 

Roy kept his face expressionless. “About Halloran,” he 
changed the subject. “He wants some time to think the 
matter over. And to make certain that you’re a good risk.” 

“Never mind about that,” Tyler said sharply. “Let’s 
talk some more about Anita. I told you how I felt about 
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her. What’s your story? How did you just happai to spot 
her in my arms that ni^t?” 

The words made Roy smart. He clung to his temper. 
“I was passing by, that’s all. As a matter of fact, I had 
driven over there to take a look at that lot of yours. I 
mentioned it to you right after that. Remember?” 

Tyler seemed to relax a little, but his eyes still uneasily 
studied his companion. “You didn’t say how you felt 
about Anita.'^ 

Im going to have her, Roy thought. She asked me once 
if I intended to rape her. I would, if I knew that I could 
get her no other way. 

He said carefully, "I’d like to have her shoes under my 
bed, too. I m only human. But Anita has made it clear 
that she isn t interested, so I have accepted that. I guess 
fm just imlucky.” 

Tyler s realization that he had an appointment broke 
up the conversation and he hurried away. Roy did not 
work well for the rest of the day. His mind kept returning 
to their talk and its imphcations. 

He had been pleased to learn that Tyler had no claim 
on Anita. He could not stand the thought of any man so 
much as touching her, much less enjoying intimacies with 
her. However, Tyler had left no doubt that he was an 
opponent. He was after Anita, too. And Roy did not like 
the way Tyler had faced him down. That was something, 
Roy promised himself, he would repay in time. 

If only matters could be rushed, Roy thought. But he 
had to wait until the supermarket started to go up in 
the Yancey block. Meanwhile, he must be patient. 

So his dioughts turned to Madeline Foster. That was 
what he needed— something to keep his mind oflE Anita. 
He had a sudden inspiration. He knew exactly what he 
would do when tonight’s meeting of the school board con¬ 
cluded. His pulse sped up and a warmth stirred in his 
loins. 


Madeline felt like screaming. Hours as long as years 
lay between her and the night. Although no longer wor- 
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ried about the results of the school board meeting—what¬ 
ever Roy Brent wanted of the members, Roy Brent would 
get—Madehne was haunted by other fears. 

She had heard nothing from Gabe. The telephone 
might ring at any time and his voice might sound in her 
ear. Her door might open and he might 1 m standing there 
with that knowing grin on his face. Then she had an even 
more frightening vision—Gabe returning and somehow 
discovering her in the arms of Roy Brent. What would 
happen then? 

There was one possible way out of this trap, Madeline 
thought. She could pack and leave Selden today. Never 
mind the job and all that, just get away—away from 
Gabe, away from Roy Brent. 

A girl could always find work of some sort. Perhaps 
Gabe would come after her. He would discover that she 
meant too much for him to let her go. He would ask her 
to marry him. They would start a new life together some¬ 
where else. 

She laughed. Such wild dreams. Gabe would never tie 
himself to a woman by marriage vows. He would find 
someone to replace her. He would forget her within a 
week. Besides, Madeline lacked the courage necessary 
to make a break. She had to admit that. She was the sort 
of craft that rode where the current carried her; she 
never fought the tide. Surrender was too easy. 

The hours crawled by. At last the telephone did ring. 
That was at eight-thirty as she was soaking in a warm 
bath. She came up out of the sea of soapsuds, slipped and 
almost fell as she stepped to the mat. Into the other room 
she padded, leaving damp footprints behind, the towel 
clutched to her, she reached for the receiver. Would it 
be Gabe? 

The long-distance operator performed the necessary 
liaison and then Madeline heard Gabe’s voice. He was 
talking to her and to someone else at the same time. 
From the background sounds, she gathered that he was 
in a pool parlor somewhere or in a smoke-filled back 
room. Other men were laughing and talking. One cursed 
loudly. Madeline tried to focus on Gabe’s words. 
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**I told you to dcjd ni© out. H© w&sn t tHlloug to li©r. 
Th©n h© was. “H©y, baby. I’ll be a little late getting back. 
Say a few days.” Someone gufEawed. His voice lowered. 
She caught only snatches of sentences. “High-stakes 
poker game here—been playing ten horns straight. Four 
hundred ahead-city boys thought they had them a 
sudcoi* • • 

“Can’t you say when you’ll be home, Gabe?” She 
dreaded his return but she wanted him back, anyway. 

“Day or so—or a week. Who knows? Don’t look for me 
till I get there.” 

Second fiddle to a poker game, Madeline thought as 
she himg up. But that was Gabe. He made no pretenses. 

At least one problem was removed. There would be 
no interruptions tonight, no clash between the two hard 
men who had invaded her life. She was to be left wholly 
to the tender mercies of Roy Brent. 

She was not nervous any more. She was tingling, but 
not from fear. This rebellious body of hers was already 
expressing its wanton himgers. It was waiting and eager 
for the tests ahead. 

No need to fight it, she told herself. Your destiny is to 
surrender. Prepare for the pagan rite. Prepare for the 
conqueror. 



TYLER McCORD’S office was still without an air condi¬ 
tioner. On a Saturday afternoon, a Closed-until-Monday 
sign on his door, he sat shirtsleeved at his desk, studying 
his bank book. The balance in his account was over 
thirty-five hundred dollars, a symbol of victory. A few 
months ago, he had wavered between a balance of a 
few bucks and an overdraft. Of course, he still owed the 
bank five thousand, but Roy Brent would wait. Tyler 
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had cleared the books with everyone else. He could even 
afford to get another typewriter, but somehow he hated 
to see his account dwindle. That figure meant too much 
to him. It was solid proof of the birth of a new Tyler 
McCord. 

The door buzzer sounded and he sprang to answer. 
Closed or not, he would not turn away a potential client. 
To his surprise, there stood Anita. 

“Cleve gave me the afternoon off, but I didn’t know 
anywhere to go.” 

“Come in. Maybe I can think of something.” 

She glanced about her and her eyebrows rose. “Looks 
as if someone works here.” 

Someone does, these days. I’d offer you a djrink but 
there isn’t a drop in the place. Honest.” 

“Not even hidden in the chandelier?” 

Tyler grinned. “I haven’t lost a weekend in quite a 
while now.” 

“So I understand. Curly told me. I’m glad for you.” 
She pretended to be interested in something outside the 
window. “How has the cure progressed, Tyler?” 

“All the way.” Tyler placed his arms about her waist 
and pulled her to him. Her hair held the fragrance of 
wild honeysuckle. 

“No more blaming yourself? No more invisible shield 
between us?” 

For answer, Roy slid his hands up to capture the full 
wealth of her breasts. He whispered in her ear, and 
Anita laughed huskily. Then she twisted away. “Don’t 
rush it, Tyler. We have all day.” 

“I don’t know that I can wait.” 

“A girl expects a little bit of prologue.” She squirmed 
past him, deliberately grazing him with her hip. She 
patted his cheek playfully. “It will be worth the wait, I 
promise you.” 

They drove out of Selden and into the open country. 
The sun rode before them, a red coin balanced on the 
rim of the horizon. Anita slid over and laid her head on 
Tyler s shoulder. 

“Where are we bound, friend?” 
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“A quiet spot I discovered not long ago. If I latch on 
with Halloran, Tm going to suggest it as a site for some 
residential construction. I want to see what you t h i nk 


of it.” ^ ^ _ 

Tyler turned ofiE on a seldom-used road that led 
through a forest of pines. The road was narrow and 
bumpy but they soon broke through into an opening 
where lay a blue lake, a precious stone in a setting of 
green meadows. 

Anita said nothing, but Tyler knew from^ her touch on 
his arm that she was impressed. “Like it?"’ 

“It would be a shame to build here,” she said. 

“It would be a shame to waste it.” Tyler helped her 
out of the car. 

She leaned against him and kissed him just beneath 
the ear. “Then we won t waste it.” 

He reached for her and she dodged. “If this keeps up, 
he said in mock disgust, “I may lose interest. She only 


laughed. 

They walked down the slope toward the lake. “Wait a 
minute.” Anita paused to take off her shoes. Tyler ad¬ 
mired her legs. Catching his gaze, she dimpled. Then 
she posed like a calendar girl, her skirt pulled high. 

Tyler’s throat ached. He thought of how much time 
had been wasted before she had come along, and want¬ 
ing her was a gnawing hunger within him. But he said, 
playing her game: ^Tretty good legs for a bookkeeper. 

They sank down on the carpet of grass near the lake. 
The Blue water shimmered in the sun. In that calm and 
quiet spot, secluded from the highway and passersby, 
Tyler felt a peace he had not known in years. 

Moved suddenly to speak of what was in his mind, 
Tyler said, “Did I ever tell you about Grace—about my 
wife?” 

“You never did. I never met her, you know. From 


Massachusetts, wasn’t she?” 

“Maine.” Tyler Ut a cigarette and leaned back on one 
elbow, looking way over the shimmering water. “I got 
to know her while I was in the service. We clicked right 
away. After Uncle Sam decided that he could spare me. 
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I came back and bought out the real estate agency. Be¬ 
fore the first year was out, I could see that I was going 
to bum up the town and make money hand over fist. 
So I picked out a lot for a house, called her and told 
her to make ready for a wedding. I was going to bring 
her back here aifter the honeymoon. Well—she never 
even got to see the town.’^ 

“Tyler—” Anita began. 

“Let me finish.” The words came out swiftly but pain- 
folly. It was like tearing bandages from an old wound 
“We met a car on a curve. The guy was coming squarely 
down the middle of the highway. I was drinking and I 
shouldn't have been behind the wheel. This guy bore 
down on us. He whipped back just in time. My brain 
was dull, my reflexes slow. I wrenched the wheel to avoid 
a smash and we shot oflF the road. If I had been sober, 
clear in the head, I could have prevented that crash.” 

“You don't know that. If is a big word. You might 
have done the same thing even if you had been sober. 
You didn't have time to think.” 

Tyler sat up and flicked his cigarette toward the lake. 
“I just wanted to tell you how it was. I wanted to get it 
out of the way.” 

She touched his arm. “I'm glad you did.” 

They talked of other things. They talked of their 
youth and the old neighborhood where they had grown 
up together. Anita told him of her self-exile away from 
Selden and how the thought of her father, alone and 
aging, had brought her back. 

“I can't persuade Cleve to leave that store,” she said, 
“so I guess we'll stay. It would break his heart to change 
the pattern of his life now.” 

“You went light on the details about Roy Brent,” Ty¬ 
ler said, “and any other men you may have known.” 

“Roy? He meant something to me once, or I thought 
he did. No more. The patient recovered. When I came 
back here, I hated Roy. I wanted revenge for what he 
had done. So I tried to hurt him and I think I succeeded. 
But I see now that I should have just ignored him. I've 
learned Roy isn't that important.” 
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“And the others?” 

She laughed softly, casting aside her grave mood, 
you want their names? For recommendations, mayber 
“I guess not. I wouldn’t want to base a decision on 
hearsay evidence.” He turned ^toward her. I believe 
more in first-hand investigation.” 

She fell suddenly into his lap. Kiss me, Tyler. 

He bent over her. Her hps were soft and warm and 
giving. They parted in welcome. In a moment, her hands 
rose up to capture his shoulders and she brought him to 

her again. , 

The tenderness of that kiss was a spark that grew and 
blossomed into flame. Their tongues engaged in the 
thrust and parry of passion. Fingers clenched tight on 
the flesh of Tyler s arms. Anita s body rose against him 
as if by signal and her breasts drove luxuriantly into his 
chest. 

They came up for air. Tyler heard the hoarser^ss of 
his own breath. He felt her writhe in his arms and then 
she was carrying his hand to her breast. She squirmed 
to give him entry into her bra. An erect nipple caressed 
his hand and then his fingers closed about the treasure 

“You wanted to find out for yourself,” she said, her 
words blurred by passion. “Now is the time.” 

She was on her back on the grass and he was beside 
her, his hands on a voyage of voluptuous exploration. 
With caresses, first tender and then challenging, he 
tasted the wonder of her flesh, found sweet secrets and 
unveiled them. And she urged him on, with words, fond¬ 
lings, and the electric responses of her body. 

Then as dusk lowered about them to curtain out the 
rest of the world, he rose to achieve the ultimate tri¬ 
umph, to attain the brilliant victory that awaited. And 
she was there, striving with him, inspiring him beyond 

For Tyler, it had never been hke this before. G<me 
were the shadowy, whiskey-edged memories, the nights 
lost to self-pity and remorse. Gone was the time of waste 
and repentance, along with the darkness past. 
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Tyler McCord, the new Tyler McCord, was a whole 
man again, exploding across the horizon into a brighter 
world. And Anita—Anita was his, and that was the great¬ 
est wonder of all. She told him in a voice that half- 
sobbed in his ear and she told him in ways that meant 
more than words. Then came the lightning bolt of com¬ 
pletion, the white-hot and searing shock that left them 
quiet and depleted and content in each other s arms. 

They said little afterward. There was nothing more 
that needed saying. When they returned to the car, he 
looked at her and she smiled slowly. 

“What next, friend?” 

“I thought I was something more than a friend.” 

“You are. My lover. My man. My Tyler McCord. 
Each of them is something special.” 

“Listen, we still have the rest of the weekend. Let’s 
not waste it.” 

They wound up seventy miles away, at a beach resort 
where Tyler had to pay hijack prices for a cottage. Anita 
called her father and came back smilin g 

I told Cleve that I was with you. He was pleased. 
He thinks something worthwhile might come of me yet.” 

Tyler laughed. “I’ll guarantee that.” 

The rest was a series of blurred images, brilliant but 
confused. In a beachfront club, they were listening to a 
Dixieland band play Lazy River and the trombone man 
rose to take a chorus and huge beads of sweat stood out 
on his forehead like the stones imbedded in the skulls 
of ancient idols. Then the music was slow and they were 
dancing, and they were like two receivers tuned to the 
same frequency, each intercepting the other s little mes¬ 
sages of desire. 

Then they were on a midway, on a ferris wheel, and 
Anita, screaming excitedly, was clinging to him. Then 
they were waUdng away from the lights and the loud 
music and noise, along a beach where the only sound 
was the waves’ love song to the sand. 

1^® breeze riding in from the ocean was cold. Shiver- 
ing, Amta huddled against Tyler as they walked. They 
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paused and stood body to body and warmed each other 
with reckless caresses and heady promises. 

Later they were eating hot dogs in an all-night diner, 
laughing at secret httle jokes, touching each other now 
and then as if to make certain that this was real. 

Then they were in the car and night was slipping 
away to make room for dawn and Anita was saying, 
“We’re drunk, you know.” 

“Drunk,” he said, “on each other.” 

Their eyes locked and they were suddenly sober and 
the car would not go fast enough and their cottage 
seemed hopelessly far away. 

As he drove through the deserted streets, in the faint 
gray hght, she made love to him with her hands. Arriving 
at last, he lifted her in his arms and carried her into the 
cottage and dropped her on the bed. She lay in a near¬ 
swoon, eyes glazed, and her hands trembled as they 
sought to open her clothing to him. He went to help, 
and his touch revitalized her, and she murmured his 
name over and over again as they crowned the night 
with glory. 

Afterward Tyler woke from contented sleep and the 
warmth of mid-morning was in the bedroom. Through 
the open door to the adjoining room, he saw squares of 
sunlight on the floor. Anita came walking through this 
golden glow like a pagan princess on her way to the 
altar of her gods. She was nude but for the golden veil 
the sunlight threw across her proud body. She was so 
lovely and so enticing that pain clutched Tyler s loins. 

She paused for him to admire her. She wanted him to 
see the beauty of her offering, the unsurpassed prize that 
he had won. Then she came on to him and he saw the 
fires in her eyes, the warm smile that grew around her 
hps in eloquent reflection of her mood. 

“Do you like me, Tyler?” 

“You’re perfect. Too perfect to be real.” 

“But I am real. See? And see?” 

She lowered her body over him. Her dangling hair 
brushed his face. Softness enveloped him. His hands 
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found the plush cushion of her buttocks. She began a 
rhythmic, sensual movement. 

“This is on me, darling,” she whispered. “I want to 
show you how much I love you.” 

Tyler s widespread fingers contracted against soft flesh. 
A gasp of pleasure burst past his lips and Anita laughed 
for sheer happiness. 

Then bright fire lanced through both of them and 
welded them together. 

Anita slumped down on Tyler s chest, breathing heavi¬ 
ly and contentedly in the aftermath of passion. Tylers 
fingers unclenched, trailing down the satin colums of her 
thighs. 

“Darling,” she whispered, her lips caressing his ribs, 
‘Tiow was it?” 

“I could never tell you. Th6re are no words for it, 
darling.” 

“Are you clean inside now? Is the ugly past washed 
away? Will you never go back again?” 

“Never. This is a beginning.” 

They had breakfast at noon, in a restaurant from 
which they could look out over the white-capped green 
ocean. 

Then it was Sunday afternoon and they were back in 
Selden, parked before the home of Halloran. Tyler went 
inside and when he returned thirty minutes later, he was 
beaming. 

“We made a deal. Halloran liked my idea about the 
lakeside development. He says Tm a very persuasive fel¬ 
low. Tm taking him out tomorrow to look at the property. 
If it comes up to my description, he’ll authorize me to 
negotiate for it.” 

Anita squeezed his hand. “That’s wonderful.” 

“And I’m glad I accomplished it on my own, without 
Roy’s help.” 

A shadow touched Anita’s face. “What does Roy have 
to do with it?” 

When Tyler told her, she felt a sudden tightness in¬ 
side. She could not believe that Roy would offer to help 
Tyler without an ulterior motive. 
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“Why are you looking like that? When I mention Roy, 
you freeze up. Maybe Tm not the only one who needs to 
forget the past.” 

“Nonsense.” She held his hand to her breast as re¬ 
assurance. “I told you how I feel about Roy. But he will 
harm you when he finds out about us. That s the way 
he is.” 

“So what if he does? He can^t harm us.*^ 

“Of course not. You're right.” 

But deep inside, she knew that she was expressing 
only a hope and not a conviction. She could not repress 
the chilling premonition that the beauty of the weekend 
might turn into a prologue to tragedy. 



FOR Helen Brent, at her mother s home in Florida, the 
weekend did not go so well. She had found that ab¬ 
sence did not make the heart grow lighter. Nor did it 
change what she had left behind and what would be 
waiting when she returned. She had gone to Florida 
to put her thoughts in order, to grope for solutions. In¬ 
stead, she found herself more confused, more lost, than 
ever. 

Helen s mother, Agnes, lived in widowed splendor in a 
mansion resembling a Hollywood set, surrounded by gar- 
goyled fountains and lawns like meadows. Agnes was 
well-preserved; she looked ten years younger than she 
should and acted years younger than that. She was al¬ 
ways the center of a gay, laughing crowd; she was always 
talking, always animated. 

Agnes did not alter the pattern of her life because of 
her daughter s visit. She expected Helen to move in and 
become enveloped, as she was, in the twenty-four-hour-a- 
day task of being charming, witty and gay. 
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Helen performed woodenly the social functions ex¬ 
pected of her. Through a whirl of parties and crowded 
dinners and animated conversations with near-strangers 
she walked like a movie actress through scenes that 
would never be shot. 

Agnes never seemed to suspect her daughtei^s unhap¬ 
piness. In fact, she was herself so impervious to worry 
and doubt that she could not recognize their aspect in 
others. According to Agnes' view, Helen could not help 
but be sublimely happy. She was, after all, married to a 
young, virile and handsome man with money and posi¬ 
tion. What more could a woman ask? 

In a way, Helen was grateful that Agnes did not sense 
her discontent. She was sure that her mother could give 
her no useful advice. Agnes' answer to Roy's infidelity 
would be to assure her Aat Roy couldn't really care for 
anyone else and that a httle cheating now and then was 
expected of the best of men. 

It will all work out in time, dear," Agnes would say, 
for she lived in that best of all possible worlds where the 
solution to any problem was to not think about it. 

As for the rest, the hungers and dissatisfactions that 
plagued her, Helen could explain them to no one. She did 
not understand them fully herself. Strangely, she did find 
one person who seemed to suspect her lack of fulfillment 
Or, more precisely, George Neill found her. At an after¬ 
noon party, Neill was beside her, making pohte and idle 
conversation, when abruptly he took her elbow and 
guided her to the terrace. 

He wasted no time. He told her that he had noticed 
her before and had been attracted by her beauty. But 
more than that, he had been drawn to her by something 
he glimpsed beneath the surface, a searching loneliness 
like his own. 

Helen listened in wonder. He was a dark, good-looking 
man with a mustache and a scar on his cheek, an im¬ 
perfection that made him all the more attractive. 

Had he seemed to Helen just another of those hand¬ 
some men who appeared at her mother's parties as if 
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they had been summoned along with the caterer, Helen 
would have chatted with him only a moment and then 
circulated among the other guests. 

But George Neill struck her as a man of intriguing 
qualities. Helen was delighted to find that she was his 
dinner partner. She was fascinated by his strong features 
—a perfect adventurer’s face, she thought, and one that 
held a reckless disregard for what others might think. 
Roy might well have been struck with jealousy, could he 
have seen Helen and George together. 

Helen was impressed by Neill’s casual references to his 
hobby-automobile racing on the European tracks. Each 
year he drove in the famous twenty-four-hour Le Mans 
contest, and a crash there, he told her, accounted for the 
scar. He had been raised in England and France, had 
been an ofiicer in a Guards regiment, and was over here 
at present to skipper a racing yacht in the annual Benm> 
da race. His sardonic understatements amused Helen and 
she felt increasingly drawn to this attractive international 
sportsman with his aura of easy power and vitality. 

Then the focus of his conversation changed abruptly 
and became more personal. Smiling, composed, George 
Neill made her an offer-and it was exactly that. He sug¬ 
gested that he and Helen might be good for each other. 
No strings attached, no later complications. Simply an ar¬ 
rangement that should be of equal benefit and pleasure 
to them both. 

Helen was taken aback. Not so much by his boldness, 
but by his completely casual approach and by his unex¬ 
pected understanding of how she felt. She found herself 
considering his proposal in the same calm manner in 
which it had been extended. 

This was not the way she had imagined that she 
would repay Roy for rejecting her. In her secret thoughts, 
she had often seen herself presenting to another man the 
gift of the body that her husband ignored. But George 
came to her with nothing of the thundering passion of 
those who had pursued her in her unagination. He invited 
her to go to bed with him—he did not use that exact 
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phrase, of course, but his meaning was unmistakable—as 
he might ask her if she cared to have another marHni 

But wasn’t this what she had been waiting for? She 
wanted assurance that she was a desirable woman, a 
whole woman, and she could find such assurance in 
only one way. She needed a man, and this was her op¬ 
portunity. 

She agreed to meet him at his apartment that ni glit 
When she arrived, she found a table set for a supper 
by candlelight. Neill greeted her at the door, dressed like 
a model in a whiskey advertisement. His rooms had the 
same fictional quality. Helen half-expected to find another 
woman, a full-color nude, stretched out on his bearskin 
rug. 

Why, she asked herself, was she finding fault? The 
stage was set for seduction and seduction was what she 
had come for. 

Whipping off her wrap, she displayed for him the 
gown she had carefully selected, with a neckline so re¬ 
vealing that her burgeoning breasts seemed about to 
burst into the open. 

His eyes fixed themselves on those two enticing globes 
and Helen was encouraged. She began to feel that this 
night, after all, might bring her what she sought—an act 
of love mutually satisfying, complete. 

Her doubts returned as the night wore on and her ad¬ 
venturer moved methodically through the elaborate pre¬ 
amble to their purpose. She was annnoyed by the way he 
poured the wine and by his selection of music for the 
high fidelity set, by a dozen other small tasks he at¬ 
tacked with all the devotion of an artist about to create 
a masterpiece. 

My God, man, Helen thought impatiently, let’s get on 
with it. 

Finally she was seated on the couch, head back, and 
he was kissing her throat with concentrated expertness, 
^d about time, Helen thought; she had been wondering 
if she would be forced to carry him to the bedroom. 
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At that moment, the other woman burst m on the^ 
Like a hungry tiger escaped from a cage, she pounc^ 
across the room. Helen s sportsman-lover displayed an un¬ 
characteristic surge of energy as he fled before the mtrud- 
s wrjitli# 

The expletives the strange woman spat at him were 
blood-curdling. But something about the scene was n- 
diculously fumy. Helen stifled a laugh as her adven^r 
dodged behind a chair. Then the woman wMed on Hel¬ 
en. “I suppose he told you the same story he tells ^ the 
Siem. Did he say that he sensed sometog different 
about you, a kind of secret loneliness that is his ovra 

curse?” 

“Well, as a matter of fact, he did. 

“Don t look so surprised. He stole that ^my hne from 
a foreign filml Did he tell you he got this scar ra^ 
a fast S on a damp track? He got it when he st^bl^ 
and fell through a glass door. I ought to know. He was 

'^'Sen^Sfat the indignant woman, her ^cl^S^ 
ure and bulging hips and dyed hair, and didnt know 

whether to laugh or cry. i r t 

Tm glad you got here,” Helen said, “before I raped 

^ou fool, she told herself when she had ©scaped Ae 
slapstick scene, your answer isn’t here. Its m Selden. Go 

•“S. packed he, ba^ and M hj mote 

goodbye. The last thing Agnes said was: Dear, be sure 
and give my love to Roy.” 


Gabe White spent the weekend at hard labor, slaving 

over a hot deck of cards. _ , . _ r’oVio 

The game broke up on Sunday moi^g. Gabe 
walked out of the room with a roll of bills heavy m ^ 
pocket. He staggered into his hotel room and ^JJ^ps^ 
upon the bed. When he opened his eyes, mght was 
crowding against the windows. 
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Gabe’s body ached as if he had been in a free-for-all. 
His moutli felt as if an owl had roosted in it overnight. 
Despite his long sleep, he was bone-weary. 

Poker, Gabe had often said, is not a game but a 
contest. When you play in a high-stake cutthroat game, 
you must put all that you are into the battle. Today, he 
knew how right he was. 

In a half-trance of exhaustion, Gabe bathed, called 
to have a meal sent up, ate and returned to sleep. On 
Monday when he awoke, he felt hke Rip Van Winkle. He 
punted the bills in the roll and whistled. Today he could 
buy a new poolroom to go with the new tables. 

Ordinarily, Gabe would have felt that this called for a 
celebration. He had spent all his time here at what he 
chose to call work. He deserved a night on the town, 
the good cheer and friendship that naturally accrued 
to a man with several thousand hard-earned dollars in 
his pocket. 

Throw a few hundred away and make it to Selden in 
his own sweet time. That was Gabes way. The boys back 
there could tend to the poolroom for another day. Yet, 
strangely, the thought was not appealing. Gabe had the 
uneasy feeling that Madeline needed him. He could not 
rid himself of the nagging thought and he had a gam¬ 
bler’s respect for the insistent hunch. 

Boy, he told himself, you sure are bugged. That wom¬ 
an is no more to you than any other. She’s got no hold 
on you except that she likes what you like, and as often. 
You have no responsibility for her. 

But the hunch persisted. Better take care of it, he told 
himself. 

Once he made up his mind, he wasted no time. On 
his way home, he was twice stopped by small-town cops 
and had to peel bills from the fat roll to pay fines. And 
that ominous feeling kept growing, spreading inside hiin 
and chilling his blood. 

For Roy Brent, the weekend had begun well enough. 
He attended the Friday night meeting of the school 
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board Approval of Madeline Foster s new contract was 
rubber-stamped. Only one person, a nosy old woman 
who had led the attack on Madeline, rose to take ex- 

Roy did not even bother to reply. He let Enunett, the 
board chairman, carry on the argument Md when the 
vote was recorded, Roy then moved quickly for adjoum- 

"^At home, he called Madeline. She sounded not ^ ^ 
surprised to hear that her contract had been renewed for 
another year. Roy grinned tightiy, knowing that she was 
waiting to hear the rest. 

When he told her what he wanted her to do, she pro¬ 
tested, but the protest was weak. Roy what WM 

eoing on, the battle between conscience and flesh. That 
knowledge made his domination of her more satisfying. 

He hung up without arguing. She would do as she was 
told. Once bent to the will of someone 
seldom rebeUed. Only a few, |^e.A“ta, bounded back. 
And eventually, even she would yield. 

Roy threw a few things into a bag and iow toward 
Port City. He had aheady told people at Ae b^ tlmt 
he wouU be away for the weekend. Ii^ortCi^ he 
parked near the bus station and waited. When Madehne 
rtepped o£E the bus from Selden he 

Everything all rightr he asked as he threw her bag 

told'^W nS^bors I was spending the weekend at 
the beach. They beheved me. Gabe, you see, would nw- 
er take such a precaution as going out of town. And my 
neidibors don’t know about you. u ^ 

Sev were passing the Port City Hotel. 
a Sght long ago, Roy turned a glance t(ward Ae bn^t 
A wi to stop 

“Wft’re going to the beach ” he said. The bank keeps 
a cS Se for company parties and entertammg 

^^ich am ir Madeline said. “A party or a guests 

“A guest on her way to a party. 
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T suppose you have the party all planned.” 

I ve thought of a couple of ways to while away our 
time. Tm smre we’ll be able to thiiilc of others.” 

“You wouldn’t consider calling this o£F?” she said in a 
small, faint voice. 

“You don t want to call it ofiF. You may be trying to tell 
yo^self that you do, but we both know different.” 

1 know what I am. Don’t remind me.” 

“Just think, Madeline,” Roy said, enjoying himself, “a 
whole weekend to ourselves. The other night at your 
house wasn’t enough for either of us. Now we have a 
weekend in which to experiment, to learn all of each oth¬ 
er’s little wants and weaknesses.” 

“You’re interested only in your own wants. And I 
know my weaknesses.” 

Roy laughed. He was filled with a surging sense of raw 
power. This young woman, with her deep and dark un¬ 
dercurrents of passion, was completely at his command. 
He could do with her as he wished, danand from her 
whatever he chose. 

Jumbled images flared through his mind: Beautiful 
women subjugated... white flesh under the whip... 
bodies straining... slave girls in postures of defeat... 
Madeline on her knees... Anita pleading... Madeline 
and Anita... 

“You are a low creature,” Madeline was saying. “Gabe 
is far more decent than you are.” 

At another time that remark might have angered Roy. 
Now he found it merely amusing. “Sit over here near me” 
he ordered. 

The cars headlights probed the night. Roy's foot 
tramped down on the accelerator and the purring mon¬ 
ster under the hood sent them smoothly rushing forward. 
The speedometer needle crawled to eighty-five, ninety, 
ninety-five. ’ 

Roy felt Madeline grow tense. “You're driving too fast," 
she protested. 

He only bared his teeth, both hands firm on the wheel, 
in perfect control, master of the speeding machine. They 
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whipped around a long curve and flashed over a blmted 
hill For a few minutes, Madeline was forgotten. The e 
was only man and machine, juggernaut and the man 
who conttolled it, stabbing deep into the womb 

of darkness. Roy was grinning, exhflarat^ by the thnll 
of speed and danger. Then the lights of a small town 
rose up before them. Roy lifted ^ foot from *e accel¬ 
erator They coasted through the town as silently as 

^MSeline shuddered with relief and fell ag^t Roy s 
shoulder. The pressure of her body aroused him. His en- 
cirding arm drew her nearer. His foot fell on the accel- 

stiffened like a ramrod. “Don’t start that 

again. Please slow down.” > „ ™ 

Roy let up a little. “I’m anxious to get where we re ^ 
ing. Of course, you might try a Uttle persuasion. Maybe 

then I wouldn’t be in such a hurry. , , 

“Please.” She was still frozen, still fnghtened. 

“You can do better than that.” 

“I won’t beg any more.” , . r. c 

She pulled away from him with a pathebc show ot de¬ 
fiance.^ answer, Roy l^®y,f"*Sse 

Only a moment and she was back be^de him. Tl^se, 
Roy, please.” She sought him out with her hands as she 

made her plaintive request. 

Tired of the game, Roy slowed down. But she ron 
tinned Dressing her body against him, afraid to i®<we 
him futiie pleasure with tentative htde 

^^^men the door of the cottage closed behMd them, she 

^Weirra?i!r?S:V^^^^ -?you’ve 

oioa..,- 

^Yf^th^d blown of the two people ^ 

other cottage, on their own )Oumey of discovery, he 
would not have felt such triumph. 
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ON Monday, Roy Brent broke a pattern from which he 
had not deviated since assuming the presidency of the 
Bank of Selden. He did not show up for work. 

When mid-morning still had brought no word from 
their chief, minor executives of the bank began to feel 
some concern. Perhaps he had been unexpectedly de¬ 
layed and had not returned from his week-end trip. 
On the other hand, what if he had been involved in an 
accident? 

Roys new secretary. Miss Wallace, a thin blonde, was 
delighted to call her employer and make certain that 
nothing was wrong. She reported that the telephone 
rang several times before the receiver was finally hfted. 
Roy had sounded drugged, his secretary said. His words 
had been mumbled and halting and she had had to ask 
her questions twice. She had not been surprised when he 
had finally said that he was ill and would not go to work. 
He certainly had sounded as if something were wrong. 

Meanwhile, Madeline Foster’s neighbors were equally 
concerned, although not for the same reason. Madeline, 
who had said she was spending the weekend at the 
beach, had come home only this morning. She had re¬ 
amed in a Port City taxi and the driver had helped her 
inside. 

The neighbors noted that the doors to Madeline’s 
house stayed closed and that all the blinds were down. 
Later in the day, one of the neighbors went over on the 
excuse that she was afraid Madeline was sick and need¬ 
ed help. Madeline refused to open the door. “Go away,” 
she said, over and over again. Now the neighbors hak 
something new to talk about, something more exciting- 
lor the moment, at least—than that old gossip about Mad- 
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eline and Gabe White. What was Madeline’s secret? 
What was she trying to hide?” 

About three-thirty Monday afternoon, Roy Brent 
dragged himself from bed and went downstairs, clad oidy 
in his pajama bottoms. He took a bottle from behind me 
bar and poured himself a good stifE jolt. He looked at his 
hands abd they were bruised and swollen, as if he had 
been in a fight. 

That was when it all came back. His memory caught 
fire and all the events of the past weekend reeled before 
his eyes. Then came fear such as he had never felt be¬ 
fore, striking at him with the sharpness of a straight- 

edged razor. . j i. 

What had happened to him? What had earned lum 
over the edge? Why had he not been content with Mad¬ 
eline’s comphance with all the demands that a man could 
reasonably make of a woman? 

Roy forced himself to stand erect, draw in a deep 
breath and let it out. Easy does it, he told himself. K^p 
control. Then he grabbed the bottle and poured another 

drink. , , , _ 

He remembered now the drive back to Selden seme- 

time after midnight Sunday. He had left Ae c^ 

the house, the keys in it, and had stumbled inside. Then 

this morning, the bank had called. Had he handled that 

all right? Yes, he had. . j • 

Then what? The telephone had rung again and agmn. 
This timpi Halloran had been on the wire. The fool, what 
had he wanted? No difference-Roy had gotten rid of 

^^en the maid. He had sent her scuirying off when 
she had arrived for work. But had he said anythmg that 
might give him away? No, he did not think so. 

That left Madeline. Roy looked at the telephone across 
the room. He did not go to it. Instead, he sank into a 
chair. It was best to leave her alone, Roy though bne 
would not say anything about what had happen^. Keep¬ 
ing it a secret was as much in her interest ^ his. 

It was good that Madeline had broken off with Gabe 
White. You never knew how a man like Gabe might re- 
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act to this sort of thing. But now, with Gabe out of the 
picture, whom did Roy have to worry about? 

Breathe easy, Roy told himself. No cause for upset. 
You spent the weekend away from home and that’s 
all. Nothing else happened. 

Calm now, sure of himself once more, he reached for 
a cigar. That was when his eyes fell upon his hand, saw 
again the swollen bruises of guilt. He raised the hand, 
turning it over for examination, and he could see where 
slashing teeth had broken the skin. 

And the fear returned, driving into his heart like a 
spear. He saw a scene from the night before ... 

Madeline had been lying nude upon a rumpled bed, 
her white body bearing the signs of his impassioned for¬ 
ays. 

“Get up,” Roy had said. "We’ve got to get out of here.” 

Madeline had turned her hurt brown eyes upon him 
like an indictment. She had begun to curse him in a 
calm and measured voice. She had called him every 
filthy thing she could think of, in such a dispassionate 
voice that her words had cut all the more. 

Roy had thrown her clothes at her. “Put these on. Or 
do you want me to do it for you?” 

Im not going. I want to lie here and die of shame.” 

When he had tried to pull her up from the bed, she 
had sagged in his arms, as limp as a rag doll, refusing 
even to stand. He had let her drop. 

Stay here then. Get home by yourself. I’m leaving.” 

But had she gone home? Was she all right? Or was she 
still lying there in the cottage? Roy cursed. He should 
not have left without her. 

He went to the telephone and dialed Madeline’s num¬ 
ber with trembling hand. No answer. The signal on the 
other end of the line went on and on, like a broken rec¬ 
ord. 

Answer, Roy thought, his throat hurting. Answer, 
damn it! 

Then he heard the other receiver being lifted. After 
what seemed an endless time, there came Madeline’s 
voice, halting and hardly recognizable. 
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“Are you all rightr he asked fearfully. 

She spoke one word. “Bastard.” And she hung up. 


Gabe White reached Selden on Tuesday evening. He 
drove directly to Madeline’s house. To hell with the 
neighbors—to hell with the school board. He couldn t get 
rid of the nagging feeling that Madeline desperately 
needed him. 

His first jab at the doorbell brought no results. He 
jammed his thumb against the button and held it there 
for what must have been a full minute.^^ 

Finally there was movement inside. “Gabe, is that 

you?” 

He had trouble making out Madeline’s voice through 
the door. “No,” he replied loudly, “It’s Doctor Kinsey. I 
have some questions I’d like to ask.” 

“Go away.” 

“Listen, baby, you’ve stalled old Gabe for too long. I 
broke some speed records getting back here and Im not 
leaving until I see you.” 

“You’re not going to see me. Not ever again.” 

Gabe stepped back and glared at the door as if it were 
an enemy. He could batter it down. But he was perplexed 
as well as furious, and that stopped him. 

He had not expected that Madeline would turn him 
away. She had never been able to do that before. Sure, 
she had talked about it, but she had never followed 
through. Over the telephone, she could make all sorts of 
brave declarations, but whenever Gabe showed up, she 
always weakened. 

Maybe this time was different. Maybe she did mean 
it. If so, that was all right with Gabe. If her job was all 
that precious, let her keep it. He’d have no trouble find¬ 
ing another shack-up. The only thing he regretted was 
the concern he had felt for her, his balling the jack to 
get back. He should have known better. He should have 
known that no woman was worth worrying about. 

“Okay, baby,” he said to the silent girl behind the door. 
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‘Tut yourself in cold storage. You 11 regret it more than 
I wiU.” 

As he walked away, he made an obscene gesture 
in the direction of an old woman s face plastered to the 
window next door. Let the old hen see what she thought 
of that. 


When Roy walked through the bank on Tuesday 
morning, he kept his hands in his pockets. Several em¬ 
ployees rushed to inquire about his health; he gave them 
short answers. 

Safe inside his own oflSce, Roy leaned back against the 
door and examined the tape about his hands. The white 
wrappings attracted attention but at least they hid the 
nature of his bruises. He didn't want people asking the 
wrong kind of question. 

On his desk, he found an envelope addressed to him. 
What now, he thought irritably, as he recognized the 
handwriting of Sally Morrison. He sht the envelope, 
wielding a letter opener clumsily. The note said: 

When I reported to work Monday, 1 was told 
that I have been transferred to my old position. 

I just wanted to say thanks for everything. You 
are so generous. 

Why, the little trollop. Thought she was wise, didn't 
she, giving him the needle. But as long as she did not 
bother him any more, he did not care. 

His problem was Madeline. What was he going to do 
about her? 

He could not see her again, of course. After what had 
happened, she would not allow him near her. But that 
was no skin off his nose. He had no further use for Mad¬ 
eline. He had exhausted all possible avenues of pleasure 
with her. All that a man could care to have from a wom¬ 
an, he had demanded and taken during that mad week¬ 
end. 

But as long as Madeline remained in Selden, there was 
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the possibUity that the truth would leak out. He did not 
think Madeline would talk, but he couMnt take the 
chance. He could arrange for her to resign her school 
post for “reasons of health.” She would probably 
come the opportunity now. The trouble was getting her 

to discuss it with him. . ,^ 1 . 1,1 j 

Roy’s thoughts were interrupted by the thin blona 
who reported that Halloran was outside. Roy did not 
want to see him or anyone just now, but there was no 

avoiding the fellow. „ 

“I got my hands caught under a falhng window,^ he 
cut oflE Halloran’s questions beforehand. “Now what s so 
aU-fired important^ 

“It’s not so important. I just thought you d like to know, 
diat’s all. I’ve decided to hire your boy, McCord. Hal¬ 
loran failed to notice Roy’s expression. “He came by my 
place Sunday for another talk. Darned if he didnt con¬ 
vince me that he is off the booze for good. He looks, 
acts and talks like a different man. But heres the thing. 
Not only has he some good ideas about my present proj¬ 
ect, but some darned good propositions of his own. He 
had his eye on a possible situation 

As Halloran went on describing the lake property and 
mentioned his consent to Tyler’s plan, Roy was only a 
listening. Then he soon discovered that the revelations 
had only started. “You know who was with McCord on 
Sunday?” Halloran asked. And when Roy shrugged, Hal¬ 
loran went on, “Anita Yancey, your old flame, ^ey 
looked very cozy, too. I wouldn’t be surprised if McCor 
hasn’t taken up where you left off. But you know whatr 
I think this may be legitimate between them. I mean, 
more than just a sleeping arrangement. I think the 
Yancey girl could have something to do with McCords 

reformation.” « r u j a 

Roy muttering some meaningless answer. He telt dead 

inside. When his visitor had left, he slumped woodenly 
in his chair. All he could see was McCord making love 
to Anita, McCord possessing the body that should be¬ 
long to Roy. He had waited too long. He had allowed 
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McCord to beat him to her. He could never forget 
that. That bitter fact would haunt him forever. 

Then Roy pulled himself erect. He still had the power 
to destroy the Yanceys. He still could bring Anita to heel. 
Only he must do it now, before McCord had even one 
more chance to touch her. 

About an hour later, Roy was walking into the Yancy 
grocery. Glancing neither left nor right, he plowed 
straight ahead to the oflSce where Anita worked. 

Amta was not there. Her father was, however, and he 
stared at Roy with eyes like blow-torches. 

“You stay away from my girl,” Cleve Yancey said. 
TTouve done enough dirt to her, and when she was too 
young to know better.” 

“Where is she?” Roy growled. 

^ let me finish what I have to say,” Cleve shouted. 
“She’s found herself a man, a real man who cares for her 
and will treat her decent. You’re not going to spoil t ha t.” 
Cleve grabb^ at Roy’s shirt with trembling hands. 
If you don’t keep away from her. I’ll wring your 
neck like you were a chicken. I don’t care how much 
of this town you own.” 

Roy flung the old man aside. “You have some surprises 
in store for you,” Roy snarled. 

The lash of anger drove Roy on to the Yancey apart¬ 
ment. He hammered at the door, found it open, and 
stormed in. He went through the rooms like a soldier 
searching for a sniper, and found no one. 

Next he tried Curly’s Bar but Anita was not there and 
had not been there lately. Curly said. “By the way,” he 
added, “have you heard about Anita and McCord?” 

Roy reacted hke a man struck with a brick. Curly’s 
expression indicated that he had meant to taunt Roy. 
Curly was a big man but if there had been no bar be¬ 
tween them, Roy might have made for him. He forced 
himself to turn away. 

His next stop was Tyler’s real estate office. The front 
door was closed but unlocked, and Roy drove it open 
with his hand. No one there. Roy drew a deep breath 
of frustration. 
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Then Anita came in from the next room. At sight of 

Rov her smile fell from her face. i. v i 

•Tyler isn’t here. He’s in Poit City and wont be back 

for an hour. I’m minding shop.” ^ 

T came to see you, not Tyler. 

“What do you want, Roy?” 

“You know what I want. And Im gomg to get it. 

She moved quickly, springing f “r 

her groping hand closed on a long-bladed letter opener. 

She whirled, the weapon in readiness. 

Xay one hand on me, Roy, and so help me, Ill spht 

»d began to get »nbol of Wn, A 
was no need for tins rage that 
thinking clearly. He did not have to lay a hand on ^ita 
now. He held the advantage, even thou^ she did not 

^“You misunderstand me,” he said. Tm "o* g““S ^ 
hand-break you. I expect you to come to me. You 11 ask 
mfl to take vou. You may even beg. 

The threatening blade did not lower. “What are you 

talking about?’’ ,, , m. a 

“I’ll explain as simply as possible. I want you to drop 

McCord and come back to me. It will be as it was e- 
fore, only better. I’U put you up in a nice apartment 
somewhere. We’ll have a lot of time to get close agam. 
“You know that my answer is no.” 

Tm not through, Anita. I’ve told you what I want. 
Now I’m going to tell you why I’ll get it. a vacant 

lot near your father’s store. Your friend McCord sold it 
to me. I’ll enjoy hearing his reaction when he learns the 

use I’m going to make of it.” 

Anita stared. Fear was beginning to creep mto her 


“A flashy new supermarket is going up on that lot, 
Roy continued. “I arranged it that way. Your fathers 
business is going to collapse when that supermarket 
opens. If necessary, I’ll arrange for prices cut so low that 
I may lose money. But I’ll break Cleve Yancey. 
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That would kill him,” Anita gasped, “and you know 
it” 

“Sure. But you can save him. I can call off the super¬ 
market deal. I own the land and I can decide to use it 
for something else.” 

“My father would rather be ruined dian know you 
have me.” 

“Sure, he would. The question is whether you would 
prefer it that way.” 

“You’re worse than I thought. You aren’t even human.” 

“You don’t know the half of it. McCord has arranged 
for a job with Halloran. Sure, Halloran needs him. But 
he needs the friendship of Roy Brent more. If I ask Hal¬ 
loran to drop his plans for McCord, he’ll do it. In fact, 
I can arrange it so that McCord can’t make a living in 
this town, drunk or sober.” 

Suddeidy Anita lunged toward him. Rage had turned 
her into an animal. Roy grabbed her arm, holding die let¬ 
ter opener away from him, and slammed her backward 
against the wall. 

The collision of their bodies, the thrust of her breasts 
and hips as she squirmed against him, excited Roy, sent 
blood drumming through his veins. He was strong 
enough to hold her to the wall but her sharptoed shoes 
caused agony as she kicked sayagely at his shins. He 
got a leg against each of hers and stopped the thrashing 
of her feet 

But she struggled still. She tried to bury her teeth in 
his arm, snapping at him like a terrier. 

Roy chuckled deep in his throat “Go ahead, baby. 
Fight Rub it all against me. I like it I couldn’t ask for a 
better treat” 

That stopped her. She stood frozen. The letter opener 
clattered to the floor. Roy could not resist grinding 
against her once again. He squeezed her breasts, relish¬ 
ing the hard rise of nipples under his hands. 

She did not move. With utter disgust in her eyes, she 
endured his touch. 

Don t stop. Feel me up. I don’t care because it means 
nothing. It’s as if I weren’t even here.” 
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“Don’t say that.” Roy showed his a 

bargain, you’ll have to live up to it. You 11 have to keep 
me happy or I might change my mind. 

“I didn’t agree to any bargain. , .t x* r> a 

“But you 1^1, for your father’s And if McCord 

means ^ything to you. You can tell the old man^y- 
thing yon like. Maybe he doesn’t even 
S L. I’ll let you handle that. You’ll teU M^ord Aat 
Srtwo of you a^e through. He won’t like it but hell 
ZXe. Yom choice is clear. Hurt both of them a httle 
or have me hurt them a lot. 

“How long do I have to think this overf 

“As long as you need,” Roy grinned. One mmute. 
starting now.” 
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ROY lounged in the door of McCord’s real estate office 

and gazed out into the street. ‘Toud 

your mind,” he said over his shoulder to Amta. Tfo 

’T£-stji"L.e as if a distance. nTcuH leave 
him alone-and my father, too? You promise never to 
do anvthing to harm either of themr , ^ u 

° “As bng as you keep me happy. I won t settle for half 
a loaf. You’re going to have to put your httle all mto th 
bargain, baby.” 

“You win, Roy. Come here. , , . , ,. , 

He turned. She was standing back in a c^er behmd 
the filing cabinet, hidden from the eyes of passers-hy. 

She was unbuttoning her blouse. , 

“Come on,” she said again. “Before Tyler comes m the 

band tightened about Roy’s chest. He strode tow«d 
her with greedy hands. She was was already undomg her 
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bra. Her breasts sprang out at him, tipped by pink jew- 

“This fa for Tyler,” she said as Roy buried his hands in 
the swelling trea^e trove exposed to him. The tape 
on his hands didn’t stop his fingers from working. “When 
he sees us like this, he’ll believe any thin g i tgjj him ” 
Roy did not care what her reasons were or what she 
told Tyler blc^ord. Not now. All he cared about was her 
body. He tightened his grip on the soft, milky 
globes and pulled her to him for a kiss. And tiiat 
was how Tyler found them—Anita with her blouse open 
and her breasts bared to Roy’s caresses, Roy with his 
mouth buried in her throat. 

When she saw Tyler, Anita pushed Roy away and at¬ 
tempted to fasten her blouse. “Tyler, you picked the 
wrong time for an entrance.” 

Tyler stared at them, astoimded. Then his fists 
clenched. He took a menacing step toward Roy, but Ani¬ 
ta’s voice stopped him. 

“Don’t blame Roy. I called him and asked him to come 
here. You s^, I was only playing up to you to hurt him 
and make him jealous. I wanted revenge. I wanted to get 
back at Roy. Well, I did. But he’s suffered enough. He 
always has been the man for me. I’m walking out on you 
and going back to him.” 

“The part weekend—that meant nothing to you?” 

“Oh, don’t be such a fool, Tyler.” Anita laughed. “So I 
used you. Why should you complain? You had yourself a 
free ride on Ae merry-go-round for a while.” 

“I can’t believe you, Anita.” 

“You can believe yoiur eyes, can’t you?” Anita clung to 
Roy’s arm. “Come on, darling, let’s go somewhere and 
continue our unfinished business in private.” 

Tyler blocked the doorway, eyes narrowed, fists 
still ready. But as Anita became bolder in her advances, 
as she began to kiss and fondle Roy, disgust replaced 
the disbelief and anger on Tyler s face. He stepped aside 
to let them pass. 

"Tyler, if you re a man, you won’t go back to the bot¬ 
tle.” That was Anita’s farewell. 
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Roy chuckled as he hustled the girl to his car. She did 
not fold up until they were driving away. Then she be¬ 
gan to sob softly, 

“IVe got to hand it to you,” Roy said admiringly. "You 
really carried that ofiF. But I don t like the cry-baby bit. 
You’re too grown up for that—” 

She straightened. “I didn’t mean that bit about going 
somewhere to finis h what we started. If I go through with 
the deal, it has to be on the terms we arranged. You have 
to give me time to decide what to teU my father. And 
you have to find me an apartment.” 

"Sure,” Roy said. "But after that httle appetizer back 
there you needn’t think a promise will satisfy me. I’ve 
been waiting for you too long. We’re going somewhere 
right now to make a little whoopee.” 

"But where?” 

"At my place.” 

"Not there, Roy,” Anita protested. "Not in your home. 
Your wife . . ” 

"At my wife is away. And I told the housekeeper not 
to come back until my wife called her. It wiU be just the 
two of us, Anita. We’U spend the night enjoying life.” 

"I don’t want to, Roy. Not in her home.” 

"You’ll do what I say. I’m running the show.” 

Then they were pulling up before his house and he 
did not see the bags in the foyer until too late. A moment 
later, Helen came running back from the hving 
room, stiU wearing her hat, and stood beside her luggage. 

Roy groped for some explanation. But what was the 
use? He knew that the presence of Anita would refute 
any excuse he might make. He was trapped. 

Helen surprised him. Instead of spouting angry accusa¬ 
tions, she said calmly, "I guess I spoiled everything, didn’t 
I? I shouldn’t have come home so unexpectedly.” 

"You didn’t spoil anything for me,” Anita said. She shot 
Roy a glance of hatred. 

"Well-you don’t want to walk all the way home.” 
Helen threw a set of keys at her. "Use my car. You’ll find 
it in the garage.” 

The two women looked at each other. Roy could have 
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been a thousand miles away. At that moment, both had 
forgotten he existed. 

‘T didn t lie to you the other day,” Anita was saying. “I 
wish that I could explain.” 

“That’s all right. My husband’s expert at explaining.” 

“Well, what do you intend to do?” Roy asked, after the 
door had closed behind Anita. He was on the defensive; 
he did not relish the way the tables had turned. Helen, 
who was usually pleading and confused, was in perfect 
command of the situation. 

“I haven’t decided.” Helen’s voice remained deadly 
calm. “What happened to your hands?” 

“I had an accident,” Roy said impatiently. “Look, what 
has changed you? You never acted so-so distant be¬ 
fore.” 

“I never caught you in the act before. That has a cer¬ 
tain shock effect. When I saw the two of you together, I 
realized what a fool I’ve been. Despite that. Heaven 
help me, I love you. I don’t know whether to leave 
you or not. I’ll think about it. There’s nothing more to be 
said for the moment.” 

Roy watched her climb the stairs. She acted as if she 
had ^smissed him. He did not like that, but he did not 
know what to do about it. Stalling, trying to think, he 
walked over and poured himself a drink. 

So she loved him, he thought. She did not know wheth¬ 
er to leave him or not. That meant if he played his cards 
right, she would stay. Then he could set up Anita in 
an apartment, arrange his visits there so that Helen did 
not discover what he was doing, and the course of his 
life would be as smooth as he could want. It seemed 
simple, really, once he gave it some consideration. 

All that was required was to persuade Helen to stay. 
He knew how to do that. He knew what she wanted. He 
would give it to her. even if he had to pretend to him¬ 
self throughout the procedure that he was making love 
to Anita. 

A few minutes later, fortified by another drink, he 
mounted the stairs. Helen’s bedroom door was ajar. He 
found her lying on the bed. She was completely nude. 
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T[ was waiting for you,” she said. “I thought you^d be 
along.” 

Roy felt that he was in the room with a stranger. He 
did not know this Helen. He did not understand her. 

‘What made you think Td come?*^ 

"You don t want the scandal of a divorce. You think 
that if you make love to me, Ill forgive and forget.” 
She reached out her arms. "Come on. Let’s see if you 
can bribe me with your manhood.” 


The following day, Roy drove to Port City and located 
an apartment in a section where he knew no one, and no 
one knew him. He felt that he and Anita would be safe 
enough from discovery there. 

When he called Anita, she said matter-of-factly: ‘Til 
move in tomorrow. It so happens I told my father I was 
taking a job in Port City.” 

Roy took off from the bank at noon the next day 
and returned to the apartment. Anita had found the key 
under the mat and was just moving in. 

"How did your father take the news that you were 
leaving him?” Roy asked idly. 

"He thinks I’m moving in \vith some man. But he 
doesn’t suspect that it’s you. He thinks maybe it’s Tyler 
McCord.” 

Roy’s Hp curled at the mention of the name. He could 
never forget that McCord had possessed Anita. Some day, 
Roy swore, he would repay that debt. 

Anita was putting her clothing into drawers, and the 
sight of the filmy underclothing gave Roy ideas. As Ani¬ 
ta bent over, he ran his hand lovingly along the soft 
curves of her pink buttocks. She snapped erect 

"Can’t you wait?” 

"I’ve waited too long already.” 

Deliberately Roy grasped the front of her blouse and 
pulled. Buttons popped and sprayed upon the floor. Her 
breasts flared before him, cupp^ in the barest hint of 
bra. 
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She bit her lip. “Won t your wife wonder where you 
are?*' 

“Tm working, as far as she knows. I can’t come here 
tonight because of her. So I want the down payment on 
our bargain right now.” 

Roy yanked oflF the bra and flung it to the floor. Her 
breasts were erect and creamy peaks. She did not try to 
shield them with her hands. She stood proud and un¬ 
afraid under his scrutiny. 

‘T still think it would be better if this waited until I fin¬ 
ished unpacking.” 

Roy enjoyed this clash of wills. “Baby, the rule here is, 
whatever Roy wants, Roy gets.” 

Then he seized her, flung her to the bed. He ripped 
at the zipper on the skirt, got it open. 

Suddenly the doorbell rang. Roy froze, head cocked 
like a startled animal. His heavy excited breath was tear¬ 
ing through his teeth with a rasping sound. Why now? 
This was the moment he had been waiting for. At last 
she was his, supine and awaiting his pleasure. The bot¬ 
tled-up want for her was a churning torment inside him. 

The doorbell rang again. 

Anita started from the bed, reaching for a wrap to cov¬ 
er her bare body. Roy stayed her. “Don’t answer. Who¬ 
ever it is will go away.” 

“But it may be important.” 

“Don’t stall me,” he said. “Don’t try to put this off.” 

Anita tugged on the wrap. “Why should I stall? I made 
a bargain. I’ll keep it. Whether sooner or later matters 
nothing to me.” 

Then the decision was made for them. The door to 
the flat banged open. Cleve Yancey plunged inside and 
looked wildly about. 

Anita, moving with her catlike speed, ran from the 
bedroom into the livingroom, gesturing for Roy to re¬ 
main where he was. She closed the door behind her. 

“I know he’s here,” Cleve’s angry voice reached Roy. 
“I followed you. I’ve been waiting to see what man 
showed up to meet you.” 
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"You shouldn’t have done that. I have a right to my 
own life. You shouldn’t shadow me. I’m no criminal.” 

“I just wanted to see who you were meeting. If it 
had been anyone but Roy Brent, I wouldn’t have come 
up here.” 

“One mat! or another,” Anita said. “What s the differ- 


©nc©?^ 

“There’s a lot of difference. Brent doesn’t deserve you. 
He’ll only hurt you again.” 

Roy could stay hidden no longer. He opened the door. 
“Get out of here, old man,” he shouted. 

“Put m© out.” Th© rag© and hatr©d in Clev© s ©y©s b©at 
at Roy like a hot flame. 

Anita stepped between tiiem and faced Roy 
andy. “If you touch him, Roy, everything is off. W call 
die police, so help me, if you lay a hand on hto.” 

Roy could read determination in every word she spoke. 
“You’d better get rid of him, then,” he said as he picked 
up his hat. “You’d better make certain that he never 
comes here again. And I’ll be back. 

He felt robbed, dieated, deprived of his prize jurt m 
he was about to take it. He drove back to Selden and the 
bank and tried to work. But he could not concentote, 
and foimd himself growling at his secretary, at the bank 


staff, at customers. , , , , j n 

He went home that evening as he had plaimM. tie 
growled through dinn er and he knew that Helens eyes 
were on him, watchful and alert. 

“Are you coming up?” she asked later, as she started 

to ..... 

Go up and make love to Helen when Amta was wan¬ 
ing? He could not do it, no matter what Helen mi^t 
threaten. He snapped an answer and secluded himselt m 

the study with a bottle. ..... 

Two drinks and he knew he could never stick it out. 
He could not stay in this house tonight. He had to be 
with Anita. To hell with Helen. ^ ^ 

The study door swung open. “I heard you pacing, 
Helen said. “You’re not caged up, Roy. If you want her 
so badly, go to her.” 
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“And maybe you won t be here when I set back. Is 
that it?'' 

“Would you care if yoii found me gone?” 

Roy did not reply. He was already on his way to the 
door. 

The apartment in Port City was dark. He cursed as he 
blundered inside and stumbled over a chair. He found a 
light switch and the light revealed an empty flat. 

Anita could be any one of a dozen places. He knew 
that trying to find her was hopeless. He went out to a 
liquor store, bought a bottle and returned. He sat there 
with the door open, waiting for her to appear, drinking 
and cursing her for being gone. 



WHILE Roy had paced his study, Tyler McCord had 
been on a road outside Selden. Off there somewhere in 
the night was the lake beside which he and Anita had 
sealed a compact—or so he had once thought. Tyler 
crawled out the car. Crickets welcomed him and a night- 
bird's call rang out of the trees. Tyler wondered if Anita 
would ever come back here. Jealousy clawed cruelly at 
him. 

That first day, the day he had found Anita in Roys 
arms, Tyler had suffered all the responses of a man un¬ 
der torture. After they had driven away, he had closed 
his oflBce and walked woodenly down to Curly's. Like a 
robot, he had found the old stool, had told Curly to set 
out a bottle. 

Not on your life,” Curly had said. “Not unless you ex¬ 
plain.” 

“Nothing is as annoying as well-meaning friend. Will 
you serve me?” 

“All right.” Curly had set a bottle before him. “Throw 
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away everything. I don’t know what’s riding you, boy, 
but it isn’t worth a trip back to what you were before.” 

Tyler had remembered Anita’s words. If he were man 
enough, he would not return to whiskey. She was right 
about Tyler had decided. She had made a fool of 
him but she had talked good sense. 

“You could tell me about it,” Curly had said. 

“Anita left me for Roy Brent.” 

“I don’t believe iti Why, she hated that guy.” 

“I thought that, too. But I saw something that changed 
my mind.” 

“Whatever you saw, there must have been a reason 
different from what you’re thinking...” 

Then what was it, Tyler asked himself now as he stood 
tiiere in the night listening to the crickets. If Curly were 
right, why had Anita turned to Roy? 

He returned to his car, drove slowly toward town. 

Later, he climbed the stairs to the Yancey apartment. 
Television was going full blast inside. A fight announcer 
was in hysterics and a crowd was booming a steady 
chant. Cleve Yancey sat staring at the screen as if hyp¬ 
notized. . „ 

Tyler tinned down the sound. “I came to see Amta. 

Cleve did not even look at him—likeable, friendly 
Cleve, who always had had a cheerful greeting. He sat 
now in the chair like a dummy, his eyes glazed, 

Tyler shook his shoulder. “^A^lere is Anita, Cleve?^ 

“She went with Roy Brent. Moved into an apartment 
in Port City. I went there today to argue with Iict. Do 
you know what she said? She told me she would stay 
there forever if he wanted her. She ordered me out and 
told me never to come back.” 

“That doesn’t sound like Anita. You know how much 

she cares for you.” oi. 

“She’s not herself when shes with Brent. She never 

^ Cleve spoke as if Roy were a master of some black 
magic. Tyler turned helplessly away. The cheers of the 
fight audience followed him down the stairway, mock- 
ing him. 
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He headed his car for the Brent home. 

Its lighted windows were brilliant squares against the 
night. Tyler parked in the driveway and walked up to 
the door, not quite sure what he intended to do. He 
knew only that he wanted to face Roy without Anita 
around. 

No, Tyler thought as he pressed the doorbell, he knew 
what he wanted. He wanted to strike out at Roy, to hurt 
him, to avenge not only himself but Cleve Yancey. And 
yes, Anita, too. 

Thunder had been rumbling in the distance. Lightning 
suddenly cracked and bright streaks shot through the 
sky. Rain began to pour down. Tyler pressed the bell. 

Helen Brent let him in, finally. He stood on the car¬ 
pet, dripping water and apologizing. 

“I wanted to see Roy,” Tyler said. 

“He isn’t here.” She hesitated, then added “But he’ll be 
back soon. And you’ll get drenched out there. Come on 
into the study.” 

Why not wait for Roy and get this over with, Roy 
thought. Why postpone it? He followed Helen, who was 
wearing a short robe over a long negligee, and uncon¬ 
sciously his eyes were drawn to her finely formed legs, 
visible through the translucent nylon. 

He accepted her oflFer of a drink. He was no longer 
afraid of whiskey and he needed something to ward off 
the damp chill he brought in from outside. 

“It has been a long time since I’ve seen you,” Helen 
was saying as she mixed the drinks. “What have you 
been doing, Tyler?” 

Tyler looked at her with new eyes. There was some¬ 
thing about her voice— 

“Working,” he said. “I’ve turned over a new leaf. The 
agency is beginning to pick up business again and I’m 
going into business with Halloran.” 

“Roy never mentioned that.” She appeared surprised. 
“I’m glad to hear it. I’m glad that tilings are working 
out well for someone.” 

Again Tyler caught something in her tone that said 
more than her words. She came toward him with the 
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drink and Roy noticed the lithe swing of her hips, the 
smoothly meshed motion of her walk. He had forgotten 
what an attractive woman Helen was. She sat down op¬ 
posite him. Over the rim of his glass, he continued to 
take stock of her. Against the folds of the robe, two points 
pressed enticingly. Her throat gleamed hke ivory. 

For the first time, Tyler found himself wondering 
about Roy Brent’s married life. Wasn’t his wife enough 
for him? She looked as if she could satisfy any man. 

“You seem to be studying me,” she said lightly. “Why 
is that?” 

“I’m sorry. It’s been so long, that s all. 

“Don’t apologize. I don’t think I mind.” 

Something touched Tyler s neck with chilly warning. 
He thought back to the days when he had been invited 
to the Brent house for social occasions, when he still had 
been a promising young businessman. In those days, 
Helen had always been the center of male attention. Men 
had obviously wanted her but most had been afraid to 
make a pass at her. Roy Brent’s wife had a husband too 
powerful, too dangerous. 

Tyler remembered other little things, incidents which 
had given him the impression that Helen was a passion¬ 
ate woman. At times he had suspected that she could 
hardly wait for the crowd to depart so that she and 
Roy could be alone to make love. 

“What are you thinking, Tyler?” 

“I’m just recalling the old days, when I used to come 
here.” 

“Oh.” She sounded disappointed. “I thought that per¬ 
haps you were thinking of me. 

“I was,” he admitted. “Look, are you sure that Roy 

will return soon?” _ 

She leaned back in her chair. She was playing with 
the belt of her robe but that didn’t register on Tyler 


right away. t t» 

“I have a confession. I lied to you about that. Roy 
won’t be back soon, perhaps not at all tonight. 

‘“rhen why—” 

“I wanted you to stay a while. If you are going to ask 
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me where Roy is, he’s with another woman,” 

With Anita. Now Tyler understood fuUy. He put down 
his glass. At that moment, Helen unfastened her robe 
and let it fall open. 

Tyler saw challenging white flesh. He saw those rising 
mounds which had protruded against the robe, innocent 
of any bra. His eyes ran down her body. Behind the 
wisp of negligee he saw her smooth torso, the columns 
of her thighs. 

“Your clothes are still damp,” Helen said. “If you want 
to take them off, I can give you one of Roy’s robes,” 

Her invitation was clear. Tyler reminded himself of 
his reason for coming. But Anita was in Roy’s arms some¬ 
where, so should he not invade Roy’s territory? 

He pulled Helen up from the chair. Her bps were wait¬ 
ing-soft, pliant, warm and sweet. Her tongue shot into 
his mouth. He was svurprised at the eagerness with which 
she clung to him, at the hungry fondling of her hands 
as they sought his back. 

Her hips writhed. She was so alive with pent-up pas¬ 
sion that she was near the point of explosion. Her breasts, 
her thighs, all of her was like electricity against him 

Tyler’s fingers moved along her body, finding the soft 
curves through the flimsy material. His touch seemed to 
galvanize her. Already she was mouthing little sounds 
of mingled agony and pleasure, pulling at his clothing. 

“Here, now,” Tyler soothed as he would a child. “We 
have plenty of time.” 

He lifted her in his arms and started for the stairs. 
He thought he remembered where the bedroom was. If 
he did not, he had a feeling that any room would do. 

As he carried her up the steps, she clung to him, kiss¬ 
ing his throat, running her tongue into his ear, darting 
it here and there, licking, kissing. Her hand was inside 
his shirt, caressing his chest. 

“Hurry,” she pleaded when, in the bedroom, he re¬ 
leased her in order to undress her. She sent him into the 
adjacent chamber. He returned wearing Roy’s robe. That 
was a fine irony, he thought, a fitting touch. He found 
her in a room that was dark but for the sallow light of 
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a dim lamp. The rain pounded the windows. Lightning 
still flashed every few seconds, but the thunder was re- 

^^^She^had discarded the negligee. He caught his l^nds 
at the small of her back and brought her close. Their 
tongues again exchanged tingling messages of want, y- 
let caressed the smoothness of her back, her hips, ner 


sleek thighs. , , . mx . 

She murmured his name. Her hands were inside the 
robe agile in their search, knowing when they reached 
their destination. A fleet thought disturbed him: how 
could Roy have turned away from such a womani' 

Tyler threw his robe open and gathered her up. 
on the satiny bed, he delayed the consummation He 
sensed that despite her hunger, she had been demed too 
long to be gratified with a swift climax to their love- 

He kissed the pink nipples of her breasts, let his hands 
roam the flatness of her belly, down to the warm haven 
between her thighs. She could not be still. Her body re¬ 
sponded under his touch as vibrantly as harp strings 

brought to life by expert fingers. ^ 

“Tyler,” she was begging, “I want you now. She was 
writhing, plucking at him. “Please, Tyler. I cant stand 
the waiting. I love this but I can’t wait any longer. 

Then Tyler moved to her urging. Her zealous hands 
guided him home. She arched and froze for just a mo¬ 
ment as he drove to his goal, her voice rising in a world¬ 
less animal cry of victory. ^ 

Then the rhythm of lovemaking began, the nse Md 
fall, the thrust and parry, the motion of fused desire. 
Helens body arched to Tylers, anticipating its moves, 
matching them with her own motions. Their passion was 
like a restless river that carried them on through thun¬ 
dering rapids, churning toward wild climax. Helen sud¬ 
denly cried out, bliss filling her as a bolt of hghtning 
laced the night with purple light. She shuddered, her 
fingernails driving into Tyler s skin like darts. 

Tyler did not pause. A band was about his forehead, 
drawing tighter and tighter, and an explosion was build- 
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ing inside him. but he knew that complete fulfillment 
for Helen lay even beyond this. He drew her on. Helen 
sobbed her pleasure and gratitude into his ear and rode 
with him on a new wave of passion that did not con¬ 
clude until she clenched her hands in his hair smeared 
her moist and burning lips to his and found delirious 
completion in a climax that shook them both. 

For a few minutes they lay silent, unmoving, bodies 
entwined, like two exhausted swimmers. The lightning, 
the thunder, had moved far off. The rain seemed less 
heavy. It was Helen who moved first, untangling her 
fingers from Tyler s damp hair, trailing them against hig 
cheek in a tender gesture. 

“You’re the first man who ever satisfied me. Think of 
that! This meant far more to me than you can know.” 

“I know what it meant to you. Revenge. You were 
getting back at Roy.” 

“Yes, but it was more. I needed to make sure tiiat I 
was a full woman, capable of satisfying a man, capable 
of being satisfied.” She leaned playfully against him, “I 
did satisfy you, didn’t I, Tyler?” 

“You convinced me that Roy is a fool.” 

She rose and moved lithely across the room, returned 
with cigarettes. They smoked and sat in solemn reflec¬ 
tion, two people who had suddenly become close. 

I think Roy always looked on me as the woman his 
father forced upon him, Helen said. **He never really 
tried to love me. But he didn’t want a divorce. A few 
days ago, I arrived home unexpectedly and found Roy 
about to bring Anita Yancey here. Into my home. Prob¬ 
ably into my bed.” She gave a bitter laugh. “I knew 
then that I would cheat on him-with someone. When 
you came in tonight I thought, what luck. I thought you 
would be better than anyone lese because Roy hates 
you so. Did you know that he hates you?” 

“The feeling’s mutual.” Tyler scowled. 

“I thought that it would be so much better to sleep 
with someone Roy hates, for that would hurt him more. 
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Now I have another reason for being glad it was you. 
You seemed ^to know what I needed. You made me 

whole again.'^ • i. 

“Any time that you need more mending, just let me 

know ” 

^ere wont be another time, Tyler.” She kissed his 
cheek and stood up. “Not that I wouldn’t hke it, darhng. 
But I won’t be around. For the past two days, I wel¬ 
comed Roy’s lovemaking even though I knew he was 
simply going throu^ the motions. He was trying to pr^ 
ven? my lea^ him. Like a fool, I kept teUing myseU 
that some miracle would happen, that we ™ght hnd 
something together if we kept trying. Then tonight I real¬ 
ized that it was no use. He walked out on me and went 
to her-to Anita. That was when I made up my mind. 
Having exacted the only vengeance available to me, 1 
plan to throw it in his face and leave him. 

^ As Helen recounted her struggle to keep Roy, Tyler 
sufiEered a surge of guilt. What had he done to keep 
Anita? Helen had struck back in the only way she knew. 

What had Tyler McCord done? , „ 

He slipped from the bed and got into his clothing. 
When Helen asked where he was going, he gave a mum¬ 
bled reply that meant nothing. His fingers, working at 
the buttons of his shirt, were clumsy in their haste. 

He knew how to find Anita and Roy. They must be 
at the apartment Cleve Yancey had mentioned. Cleve 
would give him the address. 

“Tyler.” Helen was saying, “is there something wrongr 
“The same thing is wrong with my life that’s wrong 
with yours.” He shrugged into his coat. “Roy Brent. ^ 
explanation would take too long. Lets just say that he 
slugged me and I’m going to do more than roll with the 

blow.” ^ , 

At die door, he turned and looked back at her. Lamp¬ 
light splashed across her tall, Uthe figure, and he was 
again struck by her loveliness. 

“If this doesn’t work out,” he said, "I may be looking 

you up.” 
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ROY BRENT was there, still in the seat facing the door 
when Anita returned to the apartment. A half-empty 
bottle stood between his feet. His eyes were hot with 
fury. 

“Where have you been all night?” 

“It’s only eleven o’clock.” She calmly closed the door 
Besides, you know that I wasn’t expecting you. You said 
you wouldn’t be here tonight.” 

‘m© were you with? If you’ve seen McCord again-” 

She sighed feedly. “Tyler wouldn’t see me now even 
it I wanted him to. But if you must know, I’ve spent 
Gregory Peck. I went to a movie.” 

You d better be telling me the truth.” He grasped her 
wrist and twisted. 

She hit him. The flat of her palm burned a brand upon 
his^ cheek. She tore herself from his grip. 

Don t manhandle me. That isn’t in our bargain, What’s 
th^atter with you, Roy? Why must you hurt people?” 

The rise and fall of her breasts intrigued him. He re¬ 
call^ the scene of this afternoon, when he had tom the 
c othing from her challenging body, and his anger began 
to ^subside. The hard drive of desire beset him 

“I want you. Ever since you came back to Selden, Tve 
wanted you. Even when I was making love to anAj-hf^y 
woman, I was pretending you were in my arms or think¬ 
ing how much better it would be with you. You’re like 
a ^ease with me, Anita. You’ve twisted me all up.” 

You were twisted already. I’m not to blame for what 
you are. 

“Anyway, what matters now is that I have you.” 
Roy grabbed her and pulled her to him. “Make love to 
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me, baby. I want this to be a memorable occasion. I 
want to make up for all that IVe been missing.’* 

Her body was stiff and unwilling but Roy was too in¬ 
flamed to notice. His hands slid over the soft contours, 
the lush curves that were his at last. His fingers kneaded 
the full flesh of her breasts, twisted at the nipples. 

His mouth pursued hers, missed as she turned her face 
away. He ignored her reluctance, ran his hps down her 
throat, pulled aside her blouse to find the smooth per¬ 
fection of her shoulder. 

She fell away from him but Roy was after her, pushing 
her back on the sofa, relishing the triumph that lay be¬ 
fore him. He pulled the skirt up from the. whiteness of 
her thighs and let his hungry eyes have their fill. Then 
he touched that whiteness, caressed his way toward the 
silken panties that shielded an enticing target. 

Roy was breathing loudly. He did not see that Anita 
had flinched and flung an arm over her eyes, that she bit 
her hps as his hands grew bolder. He knew only mad 
and thundering desire. The two were alone on the rim of 
the world, beyond all sight and sound. Or so Roy 
thought... 

He sensed suddenly that something had happened. He 
felt a tremor run through Anita’s body. Then he heard 
a voice—no, two voices. 

A hand fell on his shoulder. He was pulled to his feet. 
The haze of passion cleared and he met the eyes of Ty¬ 
ler McCord. 

Roy roared with frustration. 

The two men grappled like angry bears. Across the 
room they staggered, crashing into a table, then plunging 
to the floor. They rolled over and over, trading blows. 

McCord came up first. He backed away, shaking his 
head to clear it. Roy gathered his legs beneath him and 
pounced. He struck McCord with a flying tackle and they 
went down again. 

Now Roy was atop the other man, swinging, feeling 
the thrill of fist driving against bone and flesh. He bared 
his teeth, snarling with fierce delight. But hands clamped 
on his throat, McCord’s hands, and Roy’s breath began to 
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rasp, his face grow purple. Thunder sounded in his ears. 

Roy knew that he must move before McCord throttled 
him. He lifted his knee, catching his opponent in the 
groin, breaking the cruel hold of McCord’s hands. With 
a supreme eflFort, Roy staggered away, gasping. 

McCord came after him, a gaunt nemesis. He weighed 
fifteen pounds less than Roy but he had an astonish¬ 
ing, resilient strength. His initial fury had channeled it¬ 
self into a cold and purposeful will to destroy. His fists 
drove out, registered again and again, as fast and as 
deadly as a snake’s tongue. 

Roy backed away, covering up desperately. Fear be¬ 
gan to eat at him as he reahzed he could not stop Mc¬ 
Cord. Roy felt his head snap back, tasted blood as he 
crashed against the wall. Unable to keep his footing, he 
collapsed to the floor. He tried to get up but could not 
make it. 

Then Anita was pulling at McCord, pleading with him 
not to commit murder. Roy kept clawing at the floor, try¬ 
ing desperately to rise. He could hear their voices 
through the painful drumming in his ears. 

‘‘Tyler, you don’t realize what you’ve done. Oh, why 
did you have to come here!” 

“Because I was a fool to let you go without a fight. And 
I was a fool to believe that story you told. When I came 
in that door and saw you there, his hands on you, that 
expression of disgust on your face, I knew you were be¬ 
ing forced—you were not surrendering to him of your 
own free will. What’s his hold over you? What kind of 
dirty blackmail?” 

“He threatened to ruin Cleve. And you, too.” Suddenly 
Anita was spilling out the details. 

Roy had made it to his knees now. His strength was 
returning. Tyler pulled him to his feet, propp^ him 
against a wall. 

“Roy, you listen.” Tyler’s voice was soft. “Build your 
supermarket and kill Cleve’s business. Ruin me too, if 
you can. But you won’t get Anita. She’ll fight you every 
step of the way, and so will I. You’ll never touch her 
again.” 
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Roy croaked, “Oh, I’ll ruin you, I promise.” 

“Maybe so. But you won’t get what you really want 
You won’t get this girl.” He took Anita’s hand, tugged 
her toward the door. 

Roy staggered out of the apartment after them but 
they were gone by the time he reached the street. He 
leaned a gains t his car and waited for more strength be¬ 
fore he slipped in behind the wheel. He wiped a trickle 
of blood from his hp. His hands were swollen and throb¬ 
bing. They felt as cumbersome as boxing gloves. 

When he at last reached home, he groped his way into 
die foyer. He found the light switch and winc^ as 
pain stabbed through a split finger. Then the slow and 
grueling joiumey to the bar. He had clutched a botde in 
his hands when he saw Helen in a chair in the living 
room. 

She had been there in the dark, waiting for him. Wait¬ 
ing with her accusations and demands, not knowing 
that tonight he had lost what he wanted most. He cursed 
her through cut and swollen Ups. 

“What happened to you, Roy? Did you run into a 
truck?” 

Her voice mocked him. He ignored her and forced 
whiskey into his throat. 'That helped. Helped quite a bit. 

Helen laughed. “You didn’t happen to meet Tyler 
McCord, did you?” 

How did she know that? How could she possibly 
know? He blinked and realized that she was smiling, not 
with humor but because of the knowledge that she could 
hurt him. 

“I waited up to tell you diat I’m leaving you, Roy. But 
I indulged myself in a parting gesture. I entertained M«- 
Cord here tonight. I treated him to a good lay, and he 
did the same for me. Then he went out and foimd 
you, and I see that he treated you to a thorough Ucking. 
Isn’t that ironic?” She stood, her Up curUng. “He’s a bet¬ 
ter man than you are, Roy, better in every way. He gave 
me something you never gave. He gave me pleasmre. He 
showed consideration. He shared with me lovemaking 
that wasn’t all self-gratification. When he was through 
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with me, Roy, I felt like someone who has awakened 
from a long sleep. From now on, I won’t be afraid that 
Tm only half a woman.” 

“Is that alir 

“Unless you want the details on how McCord behaves 
in bed. I’ll be glad to tell you what a real man does with 
a woman. I’ll be glad to describe every httle thing he did 
and how I enjoyed them.” 

Roy threw the bottle at her, and missed. Laughing at 
him, she walked out of the room. Roy had never felt such 
hatred, such a desire to see a man destroyed, as he did 
now. McCord would suffer for this. McCord would be de¬ 
stroyed, if it took Roy’s last cent and last breath, so the 
banker swore to himself. 

The rest of the night was a blur. The whiskey he had 
drunk, the emotional and physical exertion, these got the 
best of him. He fell to the couch, slumbered fitfully until 
four-thirty. 

Then, without breakfasting, he left the house and 
drove to the home of Madeline Foster. He rang the bell 
until she answered, threatening to wake the whole neigh¬ 
borhood if she did not open up. 

“I just want to talk,” he said. “Nothing more.” 

“What about?” she called through the door panel. 

“You once said you’d like to leave Selden. I can arrange 
it.” 

That opened the door. She clutched her robe about her 
as he entered, hiding her body from his gaze. 

Quickly he told her what he wanted of her. She gasped. 
Her face had turned pale. 

“I don’t want to get involved in anything like that. 
Why come to me?” 

“Gabe White would refuse if I asked him,” Roy told 
her. “But he must care something about you. He’d do it 
if you asked—and if I agreed to pay him enough—” 

“I’m not so sure.” She sank into a chair and closed her 
eyes. She appeared to be in worse shape than Roy. “Cabe 
is not as bad as you think. There are some things he 
would never do.” 

“He wouldn’t have to do it himself. He has contacts 
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with people who would. To them it would be strictly a 
business deal.” 

. “And in return, you would let me gor 

“Your resignation will be arranged. The school board 
will express its regrets. You’ll leave town without a breath 
of scandal. And with enough money to do as you ple^. 

A fragile smile stole across her sickly face. “That does 
sound good. I don’t think I could stand another year in 
this town.” 

“Then go arrange things. ITI contact you tomorrow. 
I’ll work throu^ you. I don’t want to be seen talk i n g to 

Gabe White.” .u •. t 

She laughed raggedly. “I wish I could be sure that 1 
would never see you again. Each time that I do, you 
drag me lower.” She opened her eyes. “Tell me one l^g. 
What made you so sture that I would agree to thisr 
“You don’t have much choice.” ^ 

“Oh, I have a choice. I could refuse. But I dont have 
the courage—that’s what you think.” 

“You’d be a fool to turn me down. If I don t get at 
McGord one way, I’ll get at him another. You know 

ti»at.” , 

“Yes, you get what you want. I have the scars to 

prove it.” , . 

Roy scowled. “It wouldn’t be wise to mention that to 

White.” 

“Don’t worry. Tm too ashamed to tell anyone. 

Twenty minutes later, Roy was home again, climbing 
wearily to his room. The gray tints of dawn streaked *e 
sky outside his window. He stumbled to the bed and fell 
across it. When next he moved, it was because the sun 

lay warm upon his neck. , , i tt 

Roy turned to gaze at the clock. Nine o clock. He still 
ached from head to toe, but his head had cleared. He 
could think. 

McCord ... Helen ... Anita ... the names flooded 
through his mind, and his mouth twisted. He rose and 
went to the door connecting his room with Helen s. 

She lay snug in the arms of sleep, the sunhght bright 
on her hair. She had the covers pulled up to her chin and 
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a smile was on her lips. She looked happy, comfortable. 

Roy stood over her, watching. Then he gripped the 
sheet and stripped it from her body. She drew up her -- 
knees, clutched at the pillow. But her breathing remained 
steady. She did not awaken. 

She was completely nude. Somehow that beautifu! 
body looked different to Roy. He had seen those rosette- 
tipped breasts a thousand times, had rested against those 
lithe shanks, had clasped those rounded hips and volup¬ 
tuous buttocks. But today it was as though he had pulled 
back the cover from a body he did not know. 

She moved in her sleep, turned over, flung out an arm. 
The flat belly with the lovely little gem of a navel, the 
creamy thighs that enclosed her greatest beauty, lay ex¬ 
posed to Roy’s eyes. This had all been his to command. 
McCord had taken it. McCord had violated it. McCord 
had stolen it—Roy Brent’s property. 

Helen murmured sleepily, disturbed by her husband’s 
noisy breathing. She stirred, sighed. Then her eyes flicked 
open. She saw him and gasped, tried to rise. 

His hands on her shoulders bore her back. She cried 
out his name and struggled. He would not be stayed. 

“I won’t have it, Roy. You needn’t think this will-” 

He showed his teeth in his savage grin. ‘‘We’ll see who’s 
better, me or McCord.” 

Her hands pushed helplessly at his chest. “This is 
rape. No better than rape!” 

Roy laughed harshly and with reckless, thrusting vio¬ 
lence, he took back what was his. 



GABE WHITE saw the dawn because his telephone in¬ 
sisted on it. He stumbled drowsily from his bedroom to 
answer the jangling call. 
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If that was one of his drunken friends, in jafl and n^- 
ing bail, he would let him rot. They knew he lAed to 
sleep late. They could have waited until a decent hoiur to 

call. 

The voice took him by surprise. T must see you. 
Please.” It was Madeline. ^ 

“I thought we had called everythmg ofiE. 
wanted me to darken your door again, rem^ber^ 
“Come over right now. Please. 111 expl^. 

“I don’t play this way—on again, off agam. You d better 
make up your mind how you want it.” 

“Gabe, I need you.” , ^ 

The urgency in her voice speared through to him. That 
hunch came back, nagging at him, telling him tMt 
something was wrong. Damn it, anyway. Why ha e 
ever gone for this woman? She was causmg him nothmg 

^ “I’ll be there,” he promised, although he felt that he 
shouldn’t. When he saw Madeline, her appear^ce as¬ 
tounded him. She looked like a pale imitation of herself, 
drawn and worn. He could not throttle his feeling of con- 


cem. 

“What’s the matter with your 

“I’ve been ill.” , 

He eyed her suspiciously. The collar of her robe was 
turned up to hide her throat. She was so nervous her 
hands would not be still; her fingers fluttered, and she 

kept gesturing weakly. , , , , 

“I don t know where to begin.” She looked away from 
him, declining to meet his searching eyes. “You’d better 
sit down, Gabe.” 

He grabbed the collar of her robe. She protested and 
tried to squirm away. He yanked the robe open, stared 
at the bruise on her throat. ^ 

“That what you’re trying to hide? What does it meani^ 
Then, because his mind was as quick as his eyes, his 
tone hardened. “Who was he, baby? Who was the man? 

If he’s who—” ^ 

“No, you’re wrong. It was an accident. You see, I— 
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“Let’s have a more thorough inspection, baby.” His big 
hands tore the robe from her. 

What he saw shocked him, cut his nerves raw. His 
gaze turned to ice and his fists clenched. Madeline 
turned away from him, sobbing, and flung herself on 
the sofa. 

Gabe stood for a heartbeat longer, the sight of her 
body still working on him, clawing at his insides. 

TTiose bruises are old. This must have happened while 
I was out of town. Had yourself quite a holiday, didn’t 
you?” 

She pressed her face into her palms. “I was afraid I 
couldn’t hide the truth from you. That’s why I sent you 
away before. But you don’t have to talk as if-as if I en¬ 
joyed it.” 

Gabe regained control of himself. He could have been 
dealing a poker hand, so expressionless did his face be¬ 
come. He was a gambler and a gambler did not fold be¬ 
fore the unexpected. 

“So you got yourself into something you didn’t expect. 
Who was the guy and how did you ccmnect with him? 
Did he spot you the way I did?” 

“Stop it, Gabe. I’ve been hurt enough.” 

Gabe sank into a chair. A thought had struck him. 
He mulled it over. “Roy Brent,” he said suddenly. “It 
had to be Brent!” 

She raised her tear-streaked face, and he saw her start¬ 
led eyes. “How—what makes you say that?” 

Tfeah, it was Brent. He had to have some reason for 
agreeing to help you keep that precious job of yours. He 
ofiFered to trade you his influence for your sweet, bitchy 
love. And you agreed.” 

“I didn’t know it would end this way.” She ran to him, 
looking beseechingly into his face. “We went to the 
beach for the weekend. He had a cottage there. He 
used me brutally, Gabe.” 

Now that the confession had begun, her words cas¬ 
caded out. 

By the second hour, I couldn’t stand it any longer. 
But he forced me to stay. He did horrible things to me. 
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Gabe. When I struggled, he just struck me. He beat me 
again and again. He didn’t stop— , , , r . 

Gabe relented. He reached out and touched her ham 
“Go ahead, baby. Gry it out.” He patted her shoulder. 
“I’m not surprised. I knew Brent had that cruel streak 
in him. He’s the worst, I always knew it-” 

“That isn’t all,” she said, through her sobs. He ab^- 
doned me at that place. Sick and hurting. I had to ride 
the bus to Port City, take a taxi home.” Abruptly her 
sobbing stopped. “Gabe,” she said, “he came here early 
this morning. He wanted me to get in touch with you. 
He has a proposition.” 

Gabe shook her as she began to cry again. Stop it. 
Talk sense. A proposition, you say?” 

“He wants you to get someone to rough up Tyler 
McCord, to run him out of town.” She rubbed at her 
eyes. “Roy wouldn’t come right out with it, but^he may 
even want McCord killed—or at least maimed— 

“I get the picture.” Gabe fished out a cigarette. Hfe 
mind was clicking swiftly. “He’s willing to pay for this 
small favor, I take it.” 

“You mean that you’ll do itr 

Gabe regarded her with veiled eyes. “Are you askmg 

me to?” , , 

“I don’t know. Gabe, I’m a weakling. Youve always 
realized Aat. I need someone to tell me what to do. 

Someone strong, like you.” 

“If you had come to that conclusion a long time ago, 
we’d all be better off. And if the world was made up of 
people like you, the Roy Brents would have it made, 

wouldn’t they?” , , . i.i 

“What will we do, Gabe?” She tugged at his arm hke 
a child pleading for affection. “You have to dedde for 

both of us.” 1 . 1 . » XT 

Gabe shook her off impatiently. “Im thinl^g. He 
walked to the window. The sun peered through clouds, 
meeting the early day. “I won’t say deals like the one 
Brent wants can’t be arranged-” ^ 

But oddly, his mind was not on Roy s proposal. It was 
traveling back to the day he had first seen Madeline 
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on the street, back to the time he had sought her door- 
step. He remembered the way her eyes had widened 
when she had opened the door. He remembered nights 
wth her avid body under his hands, moving to his bid- 
dmg, and he remembered how he had sped back to Sel- 
den when he had feared that she needed him. 

“What does Brent have against McCord?” he asked 
absently. 

“Mt^ord fought him tonight and won. They fought 
over Anita Yancey. That’s all I know.” She hesitated. 
Gabe— 

He looked at her as if she had jarred him out of a 

^eam. She clung to him, feeling his strong back with 
her hands. 

“If you don’t want me, Gabe, I wouldn’t blame you- 
but you did, we could go away together.” She shud- 
dered and pulled away. “No, you wouldn’t do that. You 
wouldnt be tied to one woman for anything in the 
world.” 

“That’s what I used to think. But I am tied to you, like 
it or not. If I had never walked in that door, Brent would 
never have had a chance at you. What happened traces 
back to me. You’re my responsibility.” 

Hope rose in her eyes. “Then you will take me away?” 

Tack your bags,” he said. 

She kissed him wildly and fled to obey. 

This is what you’ve come to, Gabe told himself. You’ve 
become a sucker, a mark. What you ought to do is walk 
out of here forget her, forget Roy Brent, and take up 
your life where it was before you met her. 

n was not going to do things 

Gabe White s usual way. For once, he was going to help 
someone other than himself. 


Tyler McCord opened his eyes that morning, he 
saw a bright new world. It did not matter that Roy 
Brent was out to smash him. All that mattered was that 
he had Anita. 

“Darling,” she murmured, stirring against him. Her 
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dark head was on his shoulder, her arm across his bare 
chest. He could feel the warmth of her body, that elo¬ 
quent instrument that had performed for him so won¬ 
derfully in the night. 

Tyler looked about his apartment and rather than a 
gloomy bachelor flat, he saw a happy place, a place of 
promise. Never had the apartment looked so pleasant 
and cheerful; never had the sun through the windows 
seemed so warm and bright. 

Anita nibbled at his ear. “What time do you go to 
work, dear?'’ 

“I don't go today. Didn't I tell you? This is a holiday.” 

She turned so diat her breasts pressed their softness 
against him. Her fingers lingered playfully upon his 
thigh. What do you have in mind?” ^ 

For answer, Tyler caught her face in his hands and 
brought it close. Their lips met in a vibrant kiss and it 
was as if fire leaped between them. 

“Tyler. Tyler,” she whispered. “I love that name. I love 
the man that owns it. And he owns me.” Then she 
pulled back and eyed him gravely. “Do you forgive me 
for what I almost allowed myself to do last night?” 

“Roy Brent, you mean? Forget Roy.” He gave her a 
pinch that brought a squeal. “Get into the kitchen and 
rattle those pots and pans. I'm hungry. Aren't you?” 

He sang in the shower and when he came out, she 
was humming the same tune as she fussed over the stove. 
She was wearing one of his shirts and nothing else. When 
she leaned across the table, the shirt fell away from en¬ 
chanting curves. 

Tyler smiled. He felt enormously fortified. He was not 
afraid of anything Roy could do. As long as he and Amta 
were together, that would be enough. 

“I'm going to talk to your father,” he said. ‘When I tell 
him of Roy's plans, I think Gleve can be persuaded to 
sell the store and retire.” 

“But that store means so much to him.” 

“Not as much as you do. If he knows that you're happy, 
that will help make up for the rest.” 

“I am happy. Happier than I have ever been before.” 
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In a moment, however, Anita’s smile began to fade. “But 
what of you? What will you do about Roy’s threats?” 

“As I said. I’ll fight him,” Tyler replied. “That’s all you 
can ask for, sometimes—a chance to fight” 

He pulled a chair to the table. 

“By the way, I know that your father will give the bride 
away. But who’ll be best man? Does Cmly suit you?” 

A plate crashed to the floor. “Tyler! Do you mean it?” 

He laughed at her. “You behave like a girl who’s never 
been proposed to before.” 

She threw herself into his lap and flung her arms about 
his neck. The shirt rose enticingly again and Tyler’s 
hands found bare flesh. Breakfast got cold. 



ROY BRENT demanded, panting, “How was that? Was 
McCord any better?” 

Helen crawled away from him and across the bed. 
“You fool. Do you thi^ that’s all there is to it? It isn’t 
just taking. You never did know how to love a woman 
and I guess you never will.” 

“You’re stfll leaving me, then?” 

‘T wouldn’t stay with you now if you begged me. Not 
even if I knew you’d never again look at another female. 
I was crazy about you once but, praise be. I’ve had the 
cure.” 

She began to pull her clothing from the closet. “I’ll 
be out of this house as soon as I can pack. You’ll hear 
from my lawyers.” 

“The sooner the better,” Roy answered. “As for Mc¬ 
Cord, I’m not through with him.” 

Helen hesitated, a dress on a hanger clutched to her 
bosom. “What does that mean?” 

Roy only laughed at her. He went into the bathroom 
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and gazed at himself in the mirror. McCord had marked 
up h^ nose, hps and jaw. He could not go to the bank 
today and confront the unasked questions, the inquiring 
glances, of acquaintances and sta£E. 

Shaving was a tedious task, what with the condition of 
his hands and face. Every time he made a miscue, he 
cursed McCord. He was finishing when Helen, dress^ 
for travel, called to him, “Im taking only two bags. TU 
write the housekeeper and have her send my other 
things.” 

Roy wanted to deliver a parting shot that would hurt 
her but could think of nothing appropriate. So he said 
nothing. He did not go downstairs to see her oflF and 
when he heard her car exit from the driveway, he 
shrugged. The hell with her, he thought. I don t need 
her. 

Helen, however, did not leave town immediately. She 
went first to McCord’s apartment to warn Tyler of Roy’s 
intentions. 

Anita answered the door and from die color in her 
face, the expression in her eyes, Helen knew what had 
been going on. She experienced a stab of envy. 

When McCord had heard her out, he escorted her to 
her car. “Well,” she said, a little sadly, “I guess you 
won’t ever be looking me up.” 

“If I look anyone up, it will be you.” Tyler pressed her 
hand. “Good luck. I hope you find what you’re searching 
for.” 

She would, Helen thought as the miles rolled behind 
her. Now that she was not bound by a mistaken love, 
she would find it—with some man like Tyler McCord. 


Even though Roy was glad to have Helen gone, the 
house seemed empty and lonely. Roy knew that he was 
too restless to stay there alone all day long, doing noth¬ 
ing but waiting to hear from Madeline and Gabe White. 
On the spur of the moment, Roy called Halloran and 
asked him to come over. That gave Roy something to 
anticipate. 
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Halloran arrived looking peeved. “See here, Roy. Tm 
a busy man. I don t usually pay house calls.” 

“You can very well m^e an exception in my case. 
Where would you be without me?” 

“In a lower income bracket,” Halloran admitted. “But 
I wouldn’t cease to exist if you vanished from the face 
of the earth. I m not entirely dependent on you. Hey, 
what happened to your face^’ 

Irritated, Roy ducked the question and drove directly 
to the point. “I want you to forget about Tyler McCord. 
I don’t want you to hire him.” 

“Now see here, Roy. One day it’s hire the man, the 
next day it’s something else. I operate a business, not a 
checker game. Personally, I think McCord will be a good 
man now that he’s... Just a minutel Why don’t you 
want me to hire him?” 

“I’m not in a position to explain,” Roy snapped. “Can’t 
you just do me the favor and ask no questions?” 

“I don’t mind doing you a favor. I owe you a few.” 
Halloran was regarding Roy with a puzzled, thoughtful 
expression. “But you could be making a mistake. I’m be¬ 
ginning to wonder if this has something to do with that 
Yancey girl.” 

Apparently encouraged by Roy’s dismayed expression, 
Halloran pursued the subject. 

“Forget the girl. Do you want to ruin your life over 
a bit of fluff?” 

Roy shouted, ‘Will you just do as I say?” 

Halloran whitened. “Look at yourself. First you appear 
one day with yoiu: hands all bruised up. Today your 
face looks as if you tried to tangle with a bulldozer. I 
won’t ask you to explain about McCord because Tm 
afraid I wouldn’t like what I heard. But something is 
going on that I don’t want any part of.” He started for 
the door. 

“Wait,” Roy called desperately. “Don’t leave.” 

Halloran turned. “I’m going to hire McCord. And I ad¬ 
vise you to do some serious thinking before you make a 
complete jackass of yourself.” The door slammed. 

There’s a friend, Roy thought bitterly. That’s gratitude. 
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He had to be moving, doing something. He drove to 
the old part of town and watched workmen clearing the 
lot he had purchased from Tyler McCord. A sign had al¬ 
ready gone up, heralding the coming of a new, modem 

supermarket. ^ 

Devitts, the store manager, spotted Roy s car and came 
over, gulped when he saw Roy s face. But he knew bet¬ 
ter than to ask questions. He was no Halloran, forgetting 
which side his bread was buttered on. ^ 

“Were making good progress, Mr. Brent. Everythings 
going as smooth as silk.” 

That made Roy feel better. He drove home and drank 
a lonely toast to Cleve Yanceys destmction. Then an¬ 
other thought pried at his mind. He recalled Tyler Mc¬ 
Cord’s debt to the bank. He went to the telephone. 

The second vice-president came on, expressing Ins re¬ 
grets that Mr. Brent was ill again. Roy cut him off im¬ 
patiently. “I want you to get out Tyler McCord s account 
It’s long overdue and we’re going to demand payment. 

“It’s not overdue any more.” There was joy in the 
voice at the other end of the line, as if its owner ex¬ 
pected to receive a commendation. “I closed out that ac- 
count just a few minutes ago. 

Roy sputtered, ‘‘You—you did what. , j n » 

“Mr. McCord paid up in full. Five thousand dollars. 
“But where did he get the money^ 

“He said that he had three thousand dollars from a 
real estate deal and he borrowed two thousand from his 
prospective father-in-law.” As he heard the words, Roys 
hand squeezed the receiver so hard that his fingers hurt. 
“He said that his father-in-law sold out his business—got 
a few thousand for the location from a dry cleaner who 
wants to open up near the new supermarket, and I said 
that was good news for the bank, anyway. 

Good news. Damn McCord! Roy could feel everything 
crashing around his ears. He dialed Madeline s number, 
made a miscue in his hurry, and had to dial again. 

There was no answer. Roy slammed down the phone, 
paced from room to room, finally went out and drove 
to Madeline s house. He was beyond caring about ap- 
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penances now. Getting even with McCord was all that 
interested him. 

Madeline's doorbell drew no response. The house was 
closed, the windows shuttered. Roy hammered at the 
back door. 

The woman next door came to the fence. "Miss Foster 
isn t here. She left early this morning. She had luggage 
with her.” 

The woman gasped when Roy spun and glared at her. 
"Why, Mr. Brent, what happened to your face?” 

Madehne gone, and apparently for good. The full 
meaning of that sank in. McCord was safe at every turn. 
Frustrated, Roy plodded back to his car. 

He did not know how to proceed. Living with the 
knowledge that McCord had beaten him, had taken An¬ 
ita, was bad enough. But when Halloran and others be¬ 
gan to talk, when Helen s divorce action became public 
knowledge, there would be repercussions. His stature in 
the community would be damaged. 

He recalled now, with the sudden clarity that some 
memories carry with them, certain words of Madeline 
Fosters. She had said that his own power—or his love of 
it—would destroy him. 


When Gabe took Madeline to the railroad station, she 
clung to him. "I don t know why you can t come along 
now.” 

"I can’t leave my business just like that. I have to 
make some arrangements,” Gabe told her. "Now hang 
on to this shp of paper. That’s my sister’s address on 
there. I want you to stay with her and her husband for a 
while. My brother-in-law’s a doctor—not a no-good type 
like me.” Gabe grinned wryly. "They’ll take good care of 
you. Just tell them you’re my girl.” 

She continued to lean against him, drawing from his 
strength. "I’m glad that I’m your girl. I’ll never regret 
that again.” 

Gabe pressed a ticket and a roll of bills into her hand. 
"My poker winnings,” he explained. “If something hap- 
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pens, that’s your stake. Do anything you like with it. Get 
yourself a new start.” 

‘"But nothing can happen, not now,” she said with a 
newfound confidence. “From here on, everything will 
be perfect.” 

“Siure,” Gabe agreed. Bt his expression was unusually 
grave as he waved farewell. 

He drove swiftly to the Brent mansion. He was parked 
in front of it when Roy returned home. 

“I came to talk over our deal,” Gabe said easily. He 
was carrying a top coat over his arm. “Let’s go inside.” 

“You shouldn’t have come here.” Roy sounded wor¬ 
ried. “I told Madeline ...” 

“Madeline has left town. She hasn’t been feeling well. 
Could be she needs a change of climate.” 

Roy’s eyes flickered at that but Gabe’s face was in¬ 
nocent. Roy led the way into the study, feeling vaguely 
imeasy. Roy’s dislike of Gabe White had not abated. He 
was sure that Gabe’s ill feeling toward him was still 
strong. Roy did not like this meeting at all. 

Gabe looked about him insolently and sank uninvited 
into a chair. His topcoat was spread across his lap. “Now 
about this deal. Do you want McCord killed or crippled 
or just beaten up?” 

Roy squirmed under Gabe’s gaze. He own eyes 
dropped. “LU leave that up to you,” he said finally, his 
voice a whisper. 

Gabe snorted. “Don’t have the nerve to say it, hey? 
You want him out of your way for good but you don’t 
want to say so in plain words.” 

Roy watched helplessly as Gabe, carefully carrying his 
topcoat, went over to the bar and helped himself to a 
drink. 

“You don’t look so good,” Gabe said. “McCord laid a 
real whipping on you, right? What else has he done that 
you want to get back at him for?” 

“I don’t have to explain. It doesn’t concern you.” 

“The Yancey girl. She’s another reason. Don’t want 
McCord to have her, do you?” Gabe wiped his mouth 
with the back of his hand, smacked his lips loudly. “Good 
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liquor and a wife that looks pretty neat, although a bit 
refrigerated. YouVe got money, too. But none of that 
satisfies you. You want to risk it all in order to twist 
people’s lives aroimd. You’re like a compulsive gambler 
who can’t stop when he’s a httle ahead. You always want 
something more.” 

“You seem to be enjoying yourself,” Roy said angrily, 
“but I can do without your opinion of me. Do we have 
a bargain or not? How much money do you want for the 
job?” 

Gabe made an impatient gesture. “You can listen. 
What better have you got to do? Now, I coiJd go back 
to my poolroom and forget about what you want to hire 
me for. I could forget about Madeline. She’d get along, 
now that she’s away from here. Or I could go after 
Madeline and many her—she wants that. But maybe 
later I’d get restless and tired of being tied down. I’d 
probably hurt her, and she’s been hurt enough already. 
In either case, you’d still be around. If you weren’t after 
McGord or the Yancey girl, you’d be trying to smash 
or ruin somebody else. Someb^y like Madeline, maybe, 
too weak to stand up to you. Because some rotten streak 
inside you drives you to destroy other people the way 
a half-wit pulls the wings off flies.” 

White-faced and trembling, Roy rose to his feet. “Get 
out,” he shouted. 

‘1 tell myself all this,” Gabe continued, calmly ignoring 
him, “because it helps me to feel that I’m about to do 
the world a favor. But the real reason, you know, is what 
you did to Madeline.” 

An ice-cold wave of fear engulfed Roy. He was frozen 
with terror as Gabe sat down again, his topcoat carefully 
spread on his lap. 

“I saw her.” Gabe’s eyes seemed afire, his features 
twisted with hatred and deadly intent. "I saw what you 
did to her. She was a warm and lovely thing, and you 
tortured her.” 

What did Gabe intend to do. What kind of revenge did 
he have in mind? 
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Roy's mouth opened as if to shout for help, but the 
only sound that emerged was a small croak... 

“What’s the matter? Scared?” sneered Gabe. Gan t you 
buy your way out of this one? How much did you want 
to Si 

“^ten,” Roy said hoarsely. “I was thinking of a thou¬ 
sand dollars. But I’ll give you five. Tenl” 

“What for? Go ahead-tell me.” 

“Get McGord. Twist him. Break his legs. Kill hun. 1 

don’t care—” 

“Why should I?” v,. i. 

“You don’t understand. It was he and that Amta bitcn 
who set me crazy. That’s why I took Madeline to the cot¬ 
tage—and that’s why I lost my head. I didn’t me^ to 
hurt her—just tease her, sort of. But I was out of my 
mind, don’t you see? I would never beat her like that 
again. Why, I have another girl, in the bank. Sally Mom- 
son. I never beat her. I slept with her a lot, and we ^ 
fun. I didn’t hit her or hurt her.... Go ahead and ask her, 
she’ll tell you.” Roy gulped. “You shouldn’t hate me. You 
should hate McCord. Go ahead, get rid of him-it wiU 

mean money to you....” , ,, t. 

“You damn fool.” Gabe laughed loud and long. Then he 
lifted the topcoat, revealing a tiny wire recorder on his 
13.0 

Horrified, Roy stared at the innocent looking litfle 
transistor machine, the kind that operates from a couple 

of flashlight batteries. » r, t 

“IVe got the whole story—right here on tape, 
snarled. “I’m going to let the world hear it, Brent. Thats 
the end of you. Your name will be splashed over every 

newspaper in the state—” ,. .j «v 

“Nol” cried Roy, his eyes popping, his face hvid. You 
give me that.” He advanc^ on Gabe. “Give me that or 

I—I’ll kill you, so help mel” , . j 

“Kill me, will you?” Gabe laughed at the infuriated 

man before him. , , i tt a 

But Roy, near the bar now, seized a bottle, tie flimg it 

with all his force at Gabe’s head. 

Gabe ducked. The bottle smashed against the wall. 
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streaming whiskey over the carpet. Then Gabe was on 
Roy, pounding with both fists. In such combat, the banker 
was no match for the gambler. In a few moments, 
Gabe had the other on the floor, was sitting on him. Gabe 
reached out, picked up the neck of the broken bottle 
with its edge of jagged glass. 

“All right,” Gabe said. “Im getting up now. You stay 
on the floor or I’ll rip your neck open.” 

Gabe jumped to his feet. As Roy Brent cowered on the 
carpet, Gabe walked over to the desk, lifted the tele¬ 
phone. 

“I’m calling the police,” Gabe said. “I m turning this 
tape over to them. You’re a fiend, Roy. A sex fiend and 
every other kind of fiend. And there are plenty of witness¬ 
es against you.” 

Still clutching his glass weapon, Gabe started 

to dial.. • • 


Tyler and Anita were huddled in a booth at the rear 
of Curly’s Bar. They had httle privacy, however, for 
Curly sent every new arrival back to congratulate the 
bride and groom. It was not every day, he said, that he 
had a chance to be a best man. 

Cleve had been with them shortly before but he had 
diplomatically excused himself. Cleve was going to be all 
right, Tyler told Anita and she nodded in happy agree¬ 
ment. 

“Listen,” Cmly commanded suddenly and raised his 
hand. They heard it then, wailing across town, a speed¬ 
ing vehicle with siren open. Soon more were joining in 
like dogs baying after a fox. 

“Something important,” Cmly said. “That many police 
cars wouldn’t be going to help get a cat down from a 
tree.” 

Tyler whispered in Anita’s ear. “While they’re discus¬ 
sing that, we have a chance to get out of here.” 

The pressure of her body replied. They slipped 
through the rear door as Curly was saying, “Sirens are 



the skin-tight sheath 


155 

still going. Sound like they’re out around the Brent man¬ 
sion. Wonder what’s going on out there?” 

Anita and Tyler neither heard nor cared. In the aUey 
outside, they stood dose together. “When we get hom^ 
darling,” Anita said, “remember to be (^eful taking off 
my dothes. A girl likes to save her wedding dress. 


the end 
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But men treated her like a tramp...She had first tasted 
ecstatic delight in passion-filled nights with Roy Brent who 
had promised to move her from the wrong side of the tracks 
to the right side of town. But he had dropped her to marry 
Helen, who had the proper background... 


Now, in her tight silken sheaths, which she deliberately and 
provocatively wore as a trade-mark, she teased and tantalized 
her way through a life filled with men who became crazed 
with desire for the favors her lips whispered, her glowing 
eyes promised... and her lovely body delivered... Until she 
met Tyler McCord who was trying to drink away the frightful 
memory of a honeymoon nightmare when his bride was killed 
because of his reckless driving. Discovering the tender side 
of love, Anita tried to live a normal life again-only to 
find that her past had caught up with her. Roy still con¬ 
sidered her his personal, private property and, learning about 
her and Tyler, he set in motion a devilish plot to ruin 
them. But the sadistic, depraved plan backfired 
when Gabe White,underworld “right guy” 
i moved in on Anita’s side... 
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